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MEMOIRS 



I>R. EJWARD YOUNG. 



This celebrated- and exceflent writer was tiie son 
of Dr. Edward Yonng, a learned and eminent di- 
vine, who was Dean of Sarum, Fellow of iWincliester 
College, and Rector of Upbam, in Hampshire. Oqr 
antfaor was bom at Upham, in the year 1681, and 
had his edncatk i at Winchester College, till he was 
chesen on the foundation of New CoBege, G'-^'^'^ 
October 13^ 1705, bat removed in less thsm a ytu v 
Corpus Chnsti,. where be entered himself a Gentleman 
Commoner. , 

Archbishop Tenaison pnt him into a law fellowship 
ui 1708, in the coUe^ of All Souls. He took the 
degree of Bachelor in 1714^ and became LL. D. in 
17 1 9. His tragedy of Bnsiris came out tlie same year ; . 
the Revenge in 1721 ; tiie Brothers in 1723 ; ancl soon, 
after his elegant poem of the Last Day, which en- 
gaged the greater attention for being written by a 
layman^ The Force of Religion,or Vanquished Love, 
a poenij also gave much pleasure. These workspro- 
cured him the friendship of some among the nobility, 
and the patronage of the IHike of Wharton, by whom 
he was induced to stand a candidate for a seat in 
parliament for Cirencester, but without success. The 
bias of bis mind was strongly turned towards divinity, 
which drew him av(«y* from the law, before he had 
b^m to practise. On his taking orders, he was apr 
pointed chaplain m ordinary to George II. in April, 
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4 MEMOIRS OF 

1728. His first work in his new character was a 
Vindication of Providence, published, as well as his 
Estimate of Human Life, in <^uaito. Soon after, in 
1730, his college presented him to the rectory of 
Wehvyn, in Hertfordshire, worth 300?. per annum, 
besides the lordship of tlie manor which pertained to 
it. He married Lady Betty Lee, widow of Col. Lee, 
in 1731. She was daughter of the Earlx>f Litchfield. 
By her he had a son. 

Notwithstanding the high estimation in which he 
was held, his familiar intercourse with many of the 
first rank, his being a great favourite of Frederic 
Prince of Wales, and paying a pretty constant att 
tendance at court, he never rose to higher prefer- 
ment, if, however, we except his being made clerk ctf" 
the closet to the Princess Dowager of Wales in 1761, 
when he was fourscore yeai-s of age. 

His fine poem of the Night Thoughts, it- is well 
known, was occasioned by a family distress ; the loss 
of his wife and the two clHldren,a son and a daughter, 
whom she had by her first husband : these all: died 
within a short time of each other in 1741. The son- 
in-law is characterized in this work by the na^e of 
Philander, and the young lady, who sunk into a de- 
cline through grief for the loss of her mother, by that 
of Narcissa. He removed her, in hope of her derivinj 
benefit from a warmer climate, to Montpelier, in the 
south of France ; but she died soon after their arrival 
in thatcity. The circimnstaoce of his being obliged 
to bury her in a field by night, not being allowed in- 
terment in the church-yard, on account of her being a 
protestant, is indehbly recorded in Night IIL. of this 
divine poem. 

He was upwards of eighty when he wrote bis Con- 
jectures on Original Composition, in which many 
beauties appear, notwithstanding the age of its autlior j 
and llesiguation, his last poem, contains proofs in 
^very stanza, that it was not written witli decayed 

'ulties. He died at the parsonage-liouse, at W^ 
Q, April 12, 1765, aged eighty-four years, and wflft 
ieU under the altar-piece of that church, by the 
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DR. EDWARD YOUNG. 5 

tide of bis wife. By his own desire; he was followed 
by all the poor of the parish, without an^ tolling of 
ne bells, or am person appearing at his fnneral in 
monming. He bad caused all his manuscripts to be 
destroyed before his death. He left the whole of his 
fertnne^whicb was pretty considerable, with the ex- 
ception of a few legacies, to bis son, Mr. Frederic 
Young, though he would never see him in his life- 
time, owins to his displeasure at his imprudent con- 
duct at colfege, for which he had been expelled. 

His character was that of the true Christian Divine ; 
his heart was in his profe.ssion. It is reported, that 
once preaching in his turn at St. James's, and being 
anable to gain attention, he sat down, and burst into 
tean. His conversation was of the same nature as 
Us works, and shewed a solemn cast of thought to be 
natoral to him : death, futurity, judgment, eternity, 
were his common topics. When at home in the coun- 
tiy, he spent many hours in the day walking among 
ue graves in the churdi-yard. In his garden he had 
an alcove, painted as if with a bench to repose on ; 
<ni ajtproaching near enough to discover the dccep-^ 
^0, ^e following motto was seen : 

. ** Invisibilia non decipiotit." 

« The unseen tkings do not deceive ui." 

In his poem of the Last Day, one of bis earliest 
works, he calls his muse <' the Melancholy Maid, 

** wbomdkmal scenes delight, 
H Frequent at tomb*, «nd^ the realms of nig^t." 

Grafton }s said by Spence to have made him a pre- 
•eut of a hnman skull, with a candle in it, to serve 
faua for a lamp ; and be is reported to have used it. 
Yet he promoted an assembly and bowling-green in 
laiparisb, and often attended them. He would in- 
mge in occasiomd sallies of wit, of which his well- 
kMwn epigram on Voltaire* is a specimen ; but per- 

• « Tbott art so witty, proaigate, and thin, 

f Thoa seenuta HiiWB with his Death awl Sin.'* 
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6 MEMOIRS, &c. 

hape there was more of tndifpmtion Iban pletManti^ 
in it, as bis satire was ever pointed against Indeceni^ 
and irreKgion. His satire, intitoted the Love of 
Fame, or me Umrersal Passion, isa great performance. 
The shafts of his wit are directed against the ibUy 
of being devoted to the fashion, and aimii^ to appeiv 
what we are not. We meet here with smoothness of 
style, pointed sentences, sohd sentiments, and the 
sluirpness of resistless troth. 

The-Night Thoughts abound in the most exalted 
flights, the utmost stretch of Imman tfaoogbt, which' 
is the great excellence of Young's poetry. '^ In his 
Night Thought," says a great critic, ^< be has exhi- 
bited a very wide display of oripnal poetry, varie|ated 
with deep reflections and stii&ig alhisions, a wilder- 
Aess of thought, in which thelfertility of fancy scatters 
flowers of every hue and every odour." It must 
be allowed, however, that many oftb^se fine thoughts 
are overcast with the gloom or melancbdy, se as to 
have an effect rather to be dreaded by minds of a 
morbid hue : fliey paint, notwithstanding, with the 
most lively fancy, the feelings of tiie heart, the vanity 
of human things, its fleeting honours and enjoyments, 
and contain the strongest arguments m support of 
the immortality of the soul 
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THE 

XX)MPLAINT. 



NIGHT L 



t)N UFE, 0EA'p[, AND IMMORTAUTV. 



To tbe Right HonoonMe ARTHUR ONSLOW} £s4> 
Speaker of the Home of Commont. 



TlITD N«tare'« sweet restored, balmy Sleep ! 
He, like the worid, hs ready yisit pays 
Wliere fortyiie smiles ; tfaei^^tcbecKli^ forsakes^ 
Swift on his downy pinions lilies from woe. 
And li|^ts on Hds iinsuUy*d with a tear. 

From «hort (as usual) and disturbed repose 
I wid^e : how happy they Who wake no more! 
Yet that werefVaiu. if dreams infest the grave. 
I wake, emerging n'om a sea of dreams 
Tumultuous ^ where m^ wreck'd desponding thought 
From xvi^e to wave <5F fancy'd misery 
At randoWdrove. her helm of reason lost, 
Tho, n6w fet6r*d,^eronly change of pain, 
(A bitter cfiBge !) severer for sever* 
Th^ cfiiy toKbrtformy distress j 
Ev'd in the awth of her dark doms 
Is sunshineJP^e colour of mv fat( 

Night, sl^ goddess ! from her e 
In rayless ^jesty, now stretches fo 
Her leadeq sceptre o*er a slumb'rin 
Silence bow dead ! and darkness ho 
Nor €^e nor list'nin;^ ear an otyect 
Dt^il^ sleeps. Tis as the gen'rfloogle 



S tHE COMPLAINT. Nigbt I. 

Of life stood stin, and nature made a paose; • , 
An awful pause ! prophetic of her end. 
And let her prophecy be soon fulfiU'd : 
Fate ! drop the curtain ; I can lose no more. 

Silence and darkness! solemn sisters ! twins 
From ancient Night, who nurse the tender thought 
To reason, and on reason build resolve, 
(That column of true majesW in man) 
Assist me : I will thank you m the grave ; 
The grave your kingdom : there this frame shall fall 
A victim sacred to your dreary shrine. 
But what are ye? 

Thou, who didst put to flight 
Primeval Silence, when tlie morning star^ 
Exulting, shonted o'er the rising ball ; 

Thou, whose word from solid darkness struck 
^ That spark, the sun, strike wisdom from my soul; 

My soul, which flies to thee, her trust, her treasure. 
As misers to their gold, while other^ rest * 

Thro* this opaque of nature and of soul. 
This double night, transmit one pitying ray. 
To listen and to cheer. O lead my mind, 
(A mind that fain would wander from its woe). 
I^d it thro* various scenes of life and death. 
And from each scene the noblest truths inspire. 
Nor less inspire my conduct than my song ; 
Teach my best reason, reason ; my best will ^ 
Teach rectitude ; and fix my firm resolve 
Wisdom to wed, and pay her long arrear : 
Nor let the phial of tiy vengeance, pour'd 
On this devoted head, be pour'd in vain. 
\ The bell strikes One. We take no note of time 
• But from its loss: to give it then a tongue 
Is wise in man. As if an angelspoke, 

1 feel the solemn sound. If hesBrd aright,, 
It is the knell of my departed hours. 

Where are they? with the years beyond the flood. 
It is the signalthat demands dtspatch : 
How much is to be doi^e ? My hopes and fears 
Start upalarm'd, and o*er life's narrow verge 
T.nok down— on what? A fathomless abyss j. 
Iread eternity J how surely mine I 
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ON LIFE, DEATH, & IMMORTALITY 9 

. And can eternity belong to me. 
Poor pensioner on the bounties of an hour? 

How poor, how rich, how abjet t, how august, ^ 
How complicate, how wonderful, is man ! 
How passing wonder HE who made him such !"-'*» 
Who center'din our make such strange extremes I 
From different natures, marvellously mixVl, 
Connection exqiusite of distant ^vorlds I 
Distinguished link in being's endless chain ! 
. Midway from nothing to the Deity ! ~ — 
A beany etlierea1^,^8nlly'd and absorpt ! 
Tho* sully'd and dishonoured, still divine 1 — 
Dim miniature of greatness absolute ! -— ^ 
An heir of glory ! a frail child of dust ! — 
Helpless immortal ! insect infinite ! — 
A worm ! a god ! — I tremble at myself. 
And in myself am lost. At home, a stranger, ^ 
Thoughyvanders up and down, surpriB*d, aghast,. / 
And wondering at her own. How reason reels ! ^ 
O what a miracle to mail is man, 
Triumphantly distress'd! what joy! what dread !jf 
Alternately transported and alarra'd I i^ 

What can preserve my Hfe ? pr what destroy ? 
An angel's arm can't snatch me from tlie gra) e -,. 
Legions of angels can*t confine me there. 

'Tis past conjecture : all'tbings rise in prooC 
While o*er my limbs sleep^s soft dominion spread, 
What tho' my soul fantastic measures trod * 

O'er faii-y fields, or monm'd along the gloom 
Of pathless woods, or down the craggy steep 
Hiirfd tieadlongySwam with pain the mantled pool, 
Or scsiF^the cliff, or danc'd on hollow winds 
With antie shapes, wild natives of the brain? 
Her ceaseless uight, tho' devious, speaks her nature 
Of subtler essence than the trodden clod, 
Active, aerial, tow'ring,uneonfin'd, 
Unfetter'd with her gross companion's full 
Ev'n silent nl|ht proclaims my soul immortal ; 

E?'n silent night proclaims eternal day. \ 

For human weal heav'n husbands all events : *"" 
Dull sleep instructs, nor sport vain dreams in vaiir 

WJjy then their loss deplore tt^ij a^^j^l^st r 



10 ^ THE COMPLAINT. Night I. 

\Vliy wanders wretched Thought their tombs around 
Iq inddel distress? Are angels there? 
Sloinbers, rak'd up in dust, ethereal fire ? 

They live? they greatly live a life on earth 
Unkindled, unconceiv'd, and from an eye 
Of tenderness, let heav nly pity fall 
On me, more justly number'd \vith the dead. 
This is the desert, this the solitude : 
I{ow populous, how vital is the grave ! 

This is creation's melancholy vault,- 

Tlic vale funereal, tlie sad cypress gloom ! 
'I'he land of apparitions, empty shades ! 

All, all on earth is shadow, all beyond • 

Is substance ; tlie reverse is folly's creed : ^ 

How solid all where change shall be no more I . 

This is tlie bud of being, the dimdavm, ^- 

The twilight of our day, the vestibulei vj 
Life's theatre as yet is shut, and Death, ^ 

Strong DeaUi, alone can heave the massy baiy 
This gross impediment of clay remove, / 
And make us embryos of e?u$tence fre^. * 
From real life, but little more remote 
Is he, not yet a candidate for light, 
The future embiyo, slumbering in his sire. 
Embryos we must be till we burst the slreil, 
Yon ambient azure shell, and spiingtolife. 
The life of Gods (O transport!) and of man. 

Yet man, fool man ! here buries all ins thoughts ; 
Inters celestial hopes without one sigh. 
I'ris'ncr of earth, and pent beneatli the moon. 
Here pinions all his wishes ; wing'dby Heav'n 

T/» flv al- infinifA on#1 pA^^h j^ tllCrC 

taiity, 

e throne of God. 

:lust'ringglow 

r the just, 

10 more! 

:hance,and Death expire! ^ 

score years 

\ thought, 

in tlie dust? 
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ON LIFE, DEATH, A IMMORTALITY. 11 

Wasting her strength in streiraoiis idleness, 
Thrown into tamult, raptured or akirm'd 
At aught this scene can threaten or indulge, 
Resembles ocean into tempest wrpngfat, 
To waft a feather, or to drown a fly. 

Where foUs this censure ? It o'erwhelms myseltl 
How was my heart incrusted by the world ! ^ ' 
O now self-fe tter'd was my gro v'ting soul ! 
How, like a worm, was 1 wrapt round and round 
Id silken thought, which reptile Fancy spun, 
Till darkened treason lay quite clouded o'er 
With soH: conceit of endless comfort here, 
Nor vet put forth her wings to reach the skies ! - 

Night-visions may befriend (as sung above :) 
Our waking dreams are'&tal. How I dreamt / 
Of things impossible ! (could sleep do more) ! ' 
Of joys perpetual in perpetual change? 
Of stable pleasures on the tossing wave! 
Eternal suasluBe in the storms of life ! ^ 
How richly were my noontide trances hung 
With gorgeous tapestries of pictured joys ! 
Joy behind joy, in endless perspective! -- ' 
Till at Death's toll, whctse restless iron tongue 
Calls daiiy for his millions at a meal, 
Starting I woke, and found niy9e1f undone. 
Where now my frenzy's pompouslnrniture? 
The cobwebb'd cottage with its ragged wall 
OTmonld'ring toud, is royalty to me ! 
The spider's most attenuated thread 
Is cord, is cable, to man's tender tic 
On earthly bliss ; it breaks at eveiy breeze. 

O ye blest scenes of permanent delight ! 
FUl above measure \ lasting beyond bound ! 
A perpetuity of bliss is blisL ' 
Could yoii« so rich in rapture, fear an end. 
That gbasuy thought would drink up all yoar joy, 
And quite unparadise the realms of light 
Safe are yon lodg'd above these rolling spheres ; 
The baleful ufifinence of whose giddy dance 
Sheds sibd vicissitude on all beneath. 
Here teems with revolulions ev'ry hour,. 
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THE COMPLAINT. NigbtL 

And rarely for the better ; or the best 

More mortal tlian the common births of Fate. 

J^ch moment has its sickle^ emulous 

Of Thne's enormous scythe^ whose ample sweep 

Strikes empires from the root : each moment plays 

His little weapon in the narrower sphere 

Of sweet domestic comfort, and cuts doym 

The faire&t bloom of sublunary bliss. 

Bliss ! sublunary bliss ! — proud words, and vain ! 
Implicit treason to divine decree ! 
A bold invasion of the rights of Heav'n ! 
I clasped tlie phantoms, and I found tltem air. -c^ 
O had I weigh'd it ere my fond embrace ! V i 
What darts of agony had miss'd my heart ! } • 

Death ! great proprietor of all ! *tis thine 
To tread out empire, and to quench the stars. 
The sun himself by thy permission shines, 
And, one day, thou sluilt pluck him from his sphere. 
Amidst such mighty plunder, why exhaust 
Tliy partial quiver on a majrk so mean? 
Why thy peculiar rancour wreak'd on me ? 
Insatiate Archer! could not one suffice? , 
Thy shaft flew thrice, and thrice my peace was slain » 
And thiice, ere thrice yon moon had tilled her horn. 
O Cynthia 1 why so pale ? dost thou lament 
Thy wretched neighbour? grieve to see thy wheel 
Of ceaseless change outwhirl'din human life? 
How wane^my borrow'd bliss! from Fortune's smile, 
Precarious courtesy ! not virtue's sure. 
Self-given, solar, ray of sound deUght. 

In evYy vary'd posture, placej and hour. 
How widow'd ev'ry thou^t of ev'ry joy ! 
Thought, busy thought! too busy for my peace! -r- 
Thro' the dark postern of time long els^s'd, 
I.ed softly, by die stiUness of the n^t, 
I^d, like a murderer (and such it proves!) 
Strays (wretched rover !) o'er the pleasing past : 
In quest of wretchedness perversely stra j. s ; 
And finds all desert now ; and meets the ghosts 
Of ray departed joys, a num'rons train!. 
I rue the riches of my farmer fate; 
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ON LIFE, DEATH, & IMMORTALITY. !8 

Sweet Comfort*^ blasted t^lnsten I bunent ; 
I tremble at the blessing once so dear. 
And eT*ry pleasure pains me to the heart. 

Yet why compbun? or why complain for one ? 
Han^ OQt the sun his lustre but for me. 
The single man ? are angels all beside? 
I mourn for millions; 'tis the common lot : * 
In this shape or in that has Fate entail'd 
The mother*s throes on all of woman bom, 
Not more the children than sure heirs of pain. 

War, famine, pest. Volcano, storm and Are, 
Intestine broils. Oppression, with her heart 
TVrapt up in triple brass, besiege mankind. 
Ood> Image, disinh^ted.of day, 
Here, plung'd in mmes, forgets a sun was made ; 
There, beings, deathlesb as tlieir haughty lord, 
Are hanmier'd to the galling oar for life ; 
And plough the winter's wave, and reap despair. 
Some tor bard masters, broken under arms. 
In battle lopp*d away, with half their limbs. 
Beg bitter bread thro* realms then* valour sav'd, 
If so t]|e tyrant, or bis minion doom. 
Want, and incurable disease (fell pair !) 
On hopfdess multitudes remorseless seize 
At once, and make a refuge of the grave. 
How groaning hospitals eject tlieir dead ! 
What norabers groan for sad admission there'! 
What mincers, once in Fortune's lap high fed, 
Solicit the cold hand of charity ! ^ 
To shock ns more, solicit it in vain ! 
Ye silken sons of Pleasure! since in pains 
You me more modish visits, visit here. 
And breathe from your debauch ; give, and reduce 
Surfeit's dominion o'er you. But so great 
Your impudence, you blush at what is right. - 

Happy ! did sorrow seize on such alone, - 
Not prudence can defend, or virtue save j 
Disease invades the chastest temperance. 
And punishment the guiltless ; and alarm, 
TThro' thickest shades, pursues the fond of peace. 
Man's caution often into danger turns. 
And, his guard falling, crushes him ta death. 
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14 IHE COMPLAINT. Nii^tl. 

Not happineas herself makes good her mane ; * 

Oar very wishes give vs not our wish. 

How distant of% the thing we doat on most 

From that for which we doat, felicit]^ ! 

The smoothest course of Nature has its pain^ 

And truest friends, thro* error, wound our rest. 

Without misfortune what-calamities f *- 

And what hostilities without a foe ! ^ 

Nor are foes wanting to the best.on earth. 

But endless is the Ibt of human ills, 

And sighs might sooner fail than cause to sigh. 

A pmthow small of the terraqueous globe 
Is tenanted by man ? the rest a waste 
Rocks, deserts^ frozen seas, and (turning sands t 
Wild haunts of monsters, poisons, stings, and death. 
Such is eartli's melancholy map! but far 
More sad ! this earth is a true map of man : 
So bounded are its haughty lord's delights 
To woe's wide empire, where deep troubles toss^ 
Loud sorrows howl envenomed pinions bite, 
Rav'nous calamities our vitals seize, 
And threat'ning Fate wide opens to devour. 

W^t then am I, who sorrow for myself f . 
In age, in infancy, from other^s md 
Is all onr hope ; to teach us to be kind. 
I1iat Nature's first, last lesson to mankind ; 
The selfish heart deserves the pain it feds : 
More generous sorrow, while it' sinks exalte; 
And conscious virtue mitigates the pang. 
Nor virtue more .than prudence bid» me give 
Swoln tlionght a second channel ; who divide, 
They weaken, too, the torrent of their grief. 
Take, tlien, O world ! thy much indebted tear; 
How sad a sight is huTan happiness 
To tliose whose thought can pierce beyond an honrf 
O thou ! whatever thou art, whose hearts exults! 
** Vouldst (hou I should congratulate thy (ate ? 

know thou wouldst ; thy* pride demands it from mew 

et thy pride pardon wlmt thy nature needs, 

he salutary censure of a friend. 

hou happy wretch ! by blindaess thou art blest 3^. 

y dotage dandled to perpetual smite& , 
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ON LIFE, DEATH, &IMMOBTAUTY. 15 

Know, Smiler r at thy peril art tboupleas'd ; 
Thy pleasure is the.promise of thy pain. 
Alisfortnne, Jike a creditor severe. 
But rises in demand for her del^ ; . 
She makes a scourge of past prosperity, 
To sting thee more, and double thy distress. 

Lorenzo, Fortime makes her court to thee : 
Thy fond heart dances while the Syren sings. 
Dear is thy welfare ; think me not unkind ; ' 
I would not damp, but to secure thy joys. 
Think not that fear is sacred to the storm, 
Stand on thy guard against the smiles of Fate. 
Is HeaVn tremendous in its frown ? most sure ; 
'And m its favours formidable too : 
Its &vours here are trials, not rewards ; 
A call to duty, not discbarge from care ; 
And ^ould alarm us full as much as woes ; 
Awake us to their cause and consequence. 
And make -us tremble, weigb'd with our desert j 
Awe nature's tumult, and chastise her joys, 
Lest while we clasp, we kill them ; nay, invert 
To worse than simple misery their charms. . 
Revolted joyr,"Iike foes in civil war, 
Like bosom friendships to resentment sour'd, 
With rage envenomed rise against our peace. 
Beware what e^^ calls happiness; beware 
All joys but^QfAtbat never cao expire. 
Who buil<^ on less thim an immdrtal. base. 
Fond as he seems, condemns his joys to death. 

Mine dy'd with thee, Philander ! thy last sigh 
DissoIv*d thorcfaarmsj the disendianted earth 
Lost all her lustre. Wh&re her gUtt'ring tow'rs ? 
Her golden mountains where? all darkened down 
To naked waste ; a dreary vale of tears : 
The great magician's dead ! Thou poor pale piece 
Of outcast eafth,in darkness! what a change 
From yesterday ! Thy darling hope so near, 
(Long-laboured prise!) O how ambition flushed 
Thy glowing cheek i ambition, truly great. 
Of virtuous praise. Deathts subtle seed within, 
(Sly, treach'rous miner !) working in the dark, 
Sinil*d at tiiy well-concerted scheme, and beckon'i 
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16 THE COMPLAINT. Nig^tl. 

The wonn to riot on that rose so red, 
Unfaded ere it fell ; one moniQiit's prcjr ! 

Man's foresight i^ conditionally wise ;' 
I/>renzo ! Mrisdom into folly tarns 
Oft the first instant its ideaiair 
To labouring thought is bom. How dim our eye{ 
The present moment terminates our sight ; 
Clouds, thick as tfaoseon Doomsday, drown the nexf ; 
We penetrate, we prophesy in vain. 
Time is dealt out by particles, and each 
Ere mingled with the streaming sands of life, 
By Fate's inviolable oath is sworn 
Deep silence, " Where eternity begins." 

By Nature's law, what may be, may be now ; 
There's no prerogative in human hours. 
In human he^ts what bolder thought can rise 
Than man's presumption on to-morrow's dawn? 
Where is to-morrow ? In another world. 
For numbers this is certain ; the reverse 
Is sure to none ; and yet on this Perhaps, 
This Peradventure, infamous for lies, 
As on a rock of adamant we build 
Our i^pntain-hopes, spin out eternal schemes. 
As w9le Fatal sisters could out-spin. 
And, big with life's futurilaes,^ expire. ^ 

Not ev'n Philander had bespokotattf shroud. 
Nor hadhe cause ; a warning waai4p|r^ : 
How many fall as sudden, not as safe ; « ^ 
As sudden, tho' for years admoni^'d home ! 
Of human ills the last extreme beware ; 
Beware, Lorenoo ! a slow sudden death. 
How dreadAU. that d^berate surprise ! 
Be wise -torday ; 'tis madness to defer : 
Next day the fiital precedent will plead ; 
Thus^m, till wisdom is push'dout of life. 
Procrastination is the thief of time ;. 
'ear after year it steals, till all are fled,. 

id to the mercies of a moment leaves 

le vast concerns of an eternal scene. 

notso frequent, would not this be strange L 

lat 'tis so frequent, this is stranger stilL 
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Of man's miracolous mistakes this bears 
The palm, ** That all men are about to live,* 
For ever on the brink of being bom. 
AQ pay themeelves the compliment to think 
They one day shall not drivel) and tiieir pnde 
On tliis reversion takes np ready praise ; 
At least their own ; their future selves apphmds ; 
How excellent that life they ne'er will lead ! 
Time lodg'd in their own hands is Folly's v^ls ; 
Tbat lodg'd in Fate's, to wisdom they consign ; 
The thills thev can't but purpose they postpone -, 
Tis not in foliy not to scorn a fool ; 
Aad scarce in human wisdom to do more. 
All promise is poor dilatory man. 
And that thro' e v'ry stage : When young, indeed. 
In full content we stmetimes nobly rest, 
Uoanxiousfor ourselves, and only wish, 
Asdnteous'sons, ourfathers were more wise^ 
At thirty, man suspects himself a fool ; 
Knows It at forty, and Reforms his phm^> 
At fifty chides his in&mous delay. 
Pushes his prudent purpose to resolve ; 
In all the magnanimity of thought 
Resolves and re-resolves; then dies the same. 

And vdiy ? because be thinks himself immortal. 
All men think all men mortal'but themselves : 
Themselves, when some alarming shock of Fate 
Strikes thro* their wounded hearts the sudden dread; 
fiot their hearts wounded, like the wounded air, 
Soon (?lose ; where past the shaft no trace is found. 
As from the wing no ^car the sky retains, 
The parted wave no furrow from the kee). 
So dies in human hearts the thought of death. 
E'enwidi the tender tear, which Nature sheds 
O'er tliose we love, we drop it in their grave. 
Cm I forget Philander ? that were strange ! 

my full heart ! — But should I give it vent. 
The longest night, tho* longer far, would fail, 
Aiid the lark listen to my midnight song. 

The sprightly lark's shrill matui wakes the morn -^ 
Griefs sharpest thorn hard prefsing on ray brcas% 

1 »triv<», with wakeful mclocly, to cheer^ , 
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13 THE COMPLAINT. Night I. 

The sollen ^oom, sweet PhUoroel ! like thee. 

And call the sta^ to listeii : ey^ star 

Is deaf to mine, ensunoinr'd of thy lay. 

Yet be not vain ; there are who tlnne excel. 

And charm thro' dis^t ages. Wrapt in shade, , 

Prisoner of darkness ! to the silent hours 

How often I repeat their rage divine, 

To lull m^ grien, and steid my heart from woe ! 

I roll their raptures, but not catch their fire. 

Dark, tho' not blind, Mke thee, Mftonides ! 

Or, Milton, thee ! Ah, could I reacJi your strain 1 

Or his who made Maeorades our own. 

Man, too, he sung ; immortal man I sing. 

Oft bursts my song beyond the bounds of life ; 

What now but immortality can please ? 

O had he press'd tus theme, purso'd the track 

Which opens out of darkness into day ! " 

O had he mounted on his wing of fire, 

Soar'd where I sink, and sung inunortal man ! 

liow had it blest mankind, and rescued me ! 
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ON TIME, DEATH, AND FRIENDSHIP. 

To tlK Right Hofkottrable the Eaxl of WILMENGTON. 



▼VhENAc cock crew he wept, — smote by that eye 
Mliich looks on me, on all ; that pow*r who bids 
lliis midni^t sentbiel, with clanon shrOl, 
(Emblem of that which shall awsdie tiie dead) 
Kouse sonls from slumber into thoughts of Heav'n. 
Shall I too weep ? where then is fortitude ? 
And fortitude abandoned, where ii man ? 
I know the terms on which he sees the light : 
He that is bom is listed -, life is war ; 
Eternal war with woe : who bears it best 
Deserves it least— On other themes 1^1 dwell. 
liOrenzo ! let me turn my thoughts on thee ; 
And thine, on themes may profit ; profit there 
Where most thy need. Themes,too, the genuine growth 
Of dear Philander's dust. He thus, tho* dead, [price, 
MsQr still befriend — ^What themes ? Time's wondrous 
Death, friendship^ and Pliilander's final scene ! 

So could I touch these themes as might obtain 
Thine «ar, nor leave thy heart quite disengag'd, 
The good de^d would delight me -, half impress 
On my dark doud anlris, and from grief 
Can glory.— Dost thon mourn Philander*s fate; 
I know thou say'st it : says thy life the sariae ? 
He mourns the dead, who lives as they desire. 
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Where is that tfanft> that avarice of time, 

(O glorious avarice !) thought of death iu^ires. 

As rumonr'd robberies endear onr gold ? 

O Time ! than gold more sacred ; more a load 

Than lead to fools, and fools reputed wise. 

What moment granted man without account ? 

What years are squandered, wisdom's debt unpaid ! 

Our wealth in days all due to that discharge. 

Haste, haste, he hes in wait, he's at the doer. 

Insidious Death ! should his strong hand arrest. 

No composition sets the prisoner ^ee. 

Eternity^ inexorable cham 

Fast binds, and vengeance claims the fuU arrear. 

How late I shudder'd on the brink ! how late 
Life call*d for her last reftige in despair I 
That time is mine, O Mead ! to thee I owe ; 
Fain would I jwy thee with eternity ; , 

But ill my genius answers my desire : 
My sickly song is mortal, past thy cure. 
Accept the will ; — that dies not with my strain. 

For what calls thy disease, Lorenzo ? Not " 
For Escukpian, but for mora aid . 
Thou think*stit folly to be wise too soon. 
Youth is not rich in time ; it may be^poor ; 
Part with it as with money, spanng ; pay 
No moment, but in purclmse of its worth ; 
And what its worth, ask death-beds ; they can telL 
Part with it as with life, reluctant ; big 
With'holy hope of nobler time to come : 
Time higher aim'd, still ne^er the great mark 
Of men and angels : virtue more divine. 

Is this our duty, wisdom, glory, gain? 
(These Heav'n benign in vital union binds) 
And sport we like the natives of the bough, 
Wlien vernal suns inspire ? Amusement reigm 
Man'^ great demand : to trifle is to live : 
And IS if then a trifle, too, to die ? 

Tliousay'st I preach, Lorenzo! Tis confest., 
Wbat, if, for once, I preach thee quite awake ? 
Who wants amusement in the flame of battle \ 
Is it not treason to the soul immortal, 
Her foes in arms,, eternity the prize ? 
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WUl toysamose when medicines cannot core f 
When spirits ebb, ^rhen life's encbanting scenes 
Their Instre lose, and lessen in our si^t, 
As Ian<k, and cities with their ^ttrmg spires. 
To the poor shattered bark, hy sadden storm 
Thrown off to sea, and soon to perish there. 
Win toys amnse ? No ; thrones will then be toys, 
And e^rlh and skies seem dost upon the scale. 

Redeem we time ? — Its loss we dearly bny. 
Wbat pleads Lorenzo for his higb|>riz'd sports ? 
He pl^aub time's nom'rous blai^ -, he loudly pleads 
The straw-like trifles on life's common stream. 
From whom those blanks and trifles bat from thee ? 
No blank, no trifle. Nature made, or meant 
Virtae,orparpos'd virtue, still be thine ; 
This cancels tiiy complaint at once : this leaves 
In act no trifle, and po blank in time. 
Tbb greatens, fills, immortalizes all ; 
This the blest art of tarping all to gold : 
This the good heart's prerogative to raise 
A royal tribute from the poorest hours ; 
Immense revenne ! ev'ry moment pays. 
Ifnothing more than porpose in thy powV. 
Thy purpose firm is equal to the ilcc^Ju . 
Who does the best his drconisrance allows. 
Does well, acts nobly ; angels could no more. 
Oar outward act, indeed, admits restraint : 
Tis not in things o'er thought to domineer ; [heav'n. 
Guard well thy thought : our thoughts are heard in 

On all important time, thro' ev'ry age, 
The' mncb, and warm, the wise have urg'd ; the man 
Is yet unborn who duly weighs an hour. 
"I've lost a day* — the prince who nobly cry'd, 
flad beon an emperor without his crown ; 
Of Rome? Say , rather lord of human race! 
He spoke as it deputed by mankind. 
So should all speak : so reason 'speaks in all ; 
From the soft whispers of that God in man. 
Why fly to foUy, why to frenzy fly. 
For rescue from the blessings we possess ? 
Time, the supreme ! — ^IHfue is eternity ; 
Pregnant with all cteraity can give j 
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Pregnant with all that makes archangels smile. 
Who murders Time, he crushes in the birth 
A pow'r ethereal, only not ador'd. 

Ah! how unjust to Nature and himself 
Is thou^tlessy thankless, inconsistent man ! 
like cl^dren babbling nonsense in their sports. 
We censure Nature for a spau too short ; 
That span too short we tax as tedious too ^ 
Torture inyentioB,all expedients tire, 
To lash the lins'riiig moments into speed, 
And whirl us (happy riddance f) from ourselves. 
Art, brainless art ! our furious charioteer, 
(For Nature's voice unstifled would recall) 
Drives headking towards the precipice t>f death. 
Death most our dread; death thus more dreadful made ; 
O what a riddle of absurdity ! 
Leisure is pain ; takes off our chariot-wheels ; 
How heavily we drag the load of Ufe ! 
Blest leisure is our curse ; like that of Cain, 
It makes us vrander,. wander earth around, 
To fly that tyrant Thought As Atlas groan'd 
The world beneath, we groan beneath an hour. 
We cry for mercy to the next amusement ; - ' 
The next.^musement mortgages our fields; . <• 

Slight inconvenience ! prisons hardW frown. 
From hateful time if prisons set us free. 
Yet when death kincUy tenders us relief, 
We call him ovel ; years to moments shriidc. 
Ages to years. The telescope is tnm'd. 
To man's false optics (from Ins folly false) 
Time, in advance, behind him hides his wings, 
And seems to creep decrepit with his age ;. 
Behold him when past by ; what then is seen 
But his broad pinions swilter than the winds f 
And all mankmd, in contradiction strong, 

I cry out on his careei. 
foes these errors and these ills ; 

their cause and cure-explore. 

^'n's bounty ; boundless our expense ; 

ture ; men are prodigals. 

use our time Lvre breathe, not live. 

existence,, us'd is lite ; 
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And bare existenoe,Bitti, to live ordain'dy 

Wrings and opprea3e8 with enormous wei^t 

And wbv ? since time was giv'n for use, not waste^ 

Snjoin'd to fly ; with tempest, tide, and stars, 

To keep his ^eed, nor ever wait for man ; 

Time's use was doomed ^ pleasure, waste a psun ^ 

That man midit feel his error if unseen,. 

And feeling, fly to labour for his cure ; 

Not blund'nng split on idleness for ^Use. 

life's cares are comforts ; sudi by Heav'n designed ; 

He that has none must make them, or be wretched. 

Caves are eibployments ; and without employ 

The soul is on a rack ; tiie rack of rest, 

To souls most adverse ; action all their joy. 

Here, then, the riddle, mark'd above, unfolds ; 
Hien time turns torment, when man tums a fooL 
We raye, we wrestle with great Nature's plan ; 
We thwart the Deity, and 'tis decreed, 
Who thwart his will shall contradict their own. 
Hence our unnat'ral quarrel with ourselves ; 
Our fluraghts at enmil^ ; our bosom-broil : 
We push Time from us,, and we wish him back ; 
lavish of lustrums, and yet fond of life ; 
Ufe we think long and short ; death seek andshon ; . 
Body and soul, like peevish man and wife, \ *^ ^ 
United jar, an^yet are loth to part ^ 

Oh the dark days of vanity f wbHe here - 
How tasteless ! and how terrible when gone ! 
Oone ! they ne'er so ; when past, they haunt us sf ill y 
ITie spirit wsdks or ev'ry day deceas'd, : 
And smiles an angel, or a fory frowns. 
Nor death nor life delight us. If time past 
And time possest both pain us, vrhat ean please? 
That which the Deity to please ordain'd, 
Hme us'd. The. man who consecrates his hours 
By vigYous efibrtand an honest aim, 
M once he draws the stins of Ufe and death ;. 
He walks with nature, and her paths are peace. 

Our error's cause and cure are seen ! see next 
TiQie's nature, origin, importance, speed ; , 

<\nd thy great gain from urging his career. — 
AU-sensual maii^ because untouch'd^^unsten,. 
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He looks on time as notiiing. Nofhing else 
Is truly man's ; *tis fortune's — ^Time's a god. 
Hast thou ne'er heard of time's omnipotence? 
For, or against, what wonders can he do ! 
And will : to stand blank neuter he disdains. 
Not on those terms was time (Heav'n's stranger) s«iA 
On his important embassy to man. 
Lorenzo ! no : op the long destin'd hour. 
From everlasting ages growing ripe, 
Thait memorable hour of wondrous birti), 
When the Dread Sire, on emanation bent. 
And big with Nature, rising in his might, 
Call'd fSrth creation (for then Time was bom) 
By Godhead streaming thro' a thousand worlds ; 
Not on tliose terms, from the great days of heav'n. 
From old Eternity's mysterious orb 
Was time cut off, and cast beneath the skies ; 
The skies, which watch him in his new<abode, . 
Measuring his.motions by revolving spheres ; 
That horologe machmery divine. 
Hours, days, and moBth8,and years, his children play^ 
I4ke num'rous wiugs, around him, as heflies : 
Or rather, as unequal plumes, they shape 
His a|)ple pinions, swiiX as darted flame, ^ 
To gain his goal, to reach his ancient rest. 
And join anew Eternity his sire ; 
In his immutability to nest, 
"When worlds, that dount bis circles now, unhing'd, 
(Fate ui^ .^ud signal sounding) headlong rush 
To timeless night and chaos, whence tliey rose. 
, ' WTiy spur the speedv? why with levities 
New-wmg thy short, short day's too rapid fliglit ? 
Know'st thou, or what thou dost, or wiiat is done ? > 
Man flies from time, and time H-om man, too soon 
In sad divorce thb double flight must end ; 
\nd then where are we ? where, Lorenzo, then 
Thy sports, thy pomps? I grant the^, in a state 
Vot unambitious ; in the ruflled shroud, 
rhy Parian's tomb's triumphant arch beneath. 
Hlas Death his fopperies ? Then well may life 
Put on her plume, and m her rainbow shine. 
Ye well array'd ! ye lilies of our land ! 
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Ye IHies male ! viho neither toil nor spin, 

(As sister lilies might) if not so wise 

As Solomon, more sumptuous to the si^tt 

Ye Delicate ! who nothing can support, 

Yoorselves most insupportable ! for whom 

The winter rose most blow, the sun put on 

A brighter beam in Leo ; silky-soft 

Faroniiis breatlie still softer, or be diid ; 

And other woHds send odours, sauce, and son|^, 

And robes, and notions, fram'd in foreign looms I 

ye Lorenzos of our age ! who deem 

One moment unamus'd a misery 

Not made for feeble man; who eall aloud 

For ev*ry bauble drivell*d o*er by sense, 

For rattles and conceits of ev'ry cast ; 

For change of follies and relays of joy. 

To drag your patient tliro' the tedious length 

Of a short winter's day — say. Sages, say! 

Wit*s Oracles j say, Dr^mers of gay dreams; 

How will you weather an eternal night, 

Where such expedients fail? 

O trencfa'roufi Conscience ! while she seems to slee^' 
On rose and myrtle, luU'd with Syren song j 
While she seems nodding o'er her charge, to drop* '- * 
On headlong appetite the slackened rein. 
And give us up to license, nnrecall'd, 
Unmark'd ; — see, from behind her secret stand^ 
The sly infermer minutes ev'ry fault, ^ .^^ 
And her dread diary with horror fills. 
Not the gross act sdone employs her pen ; 
vShe reconnoitres Fancy's sdiy band, 
A watchful foe ! the formidable spy, 
lisf ning overhears the whispers of our camj^ 
Oar dawning purposes of heart explores, 
And steals our embryos of iniquity,. 
.\5 all rapacious usurers conceal 
Their Doomsday-book from all-consuming heir9. 
Thus, with indulgence most severe, she treats 
Us spendthrifts of inestimable time ; 
Unnoted, notes each moment misapply'd; 
lo leaves more durable than leaves of brass, 
Whtes our whole history, wMcfa Death shall read , 
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In ev*ry pale deltnqa^it's private ear,' 

And Judgment pulmsh; publish to more worlds 

Than this ; and endless age in groans resound. 

Lorenzo, such that sleeper in &y breast! 

Such is her slumber, and her vengeance such 

For slighted counsel } such thy mtnre peace ! 

And think'st thou still thou canst be wise too soon? 

But why on time so lavish is my song? 
On this great theme kind Nature keeps a school, 
To teach her sons herself. Each night we die j 
Each mom are bom anew ; each day a life ! 
And shall we kill each day ? If trifling kills^ 
Sure vice must butcher. O what heaps of slain 
Cry out for vengeance on us ! Time destroyed 
Is suicide, where more than blood is spilt. 
Time flies, death urges, knell calls, Heav'n invites, 
Hell threatens : all exerts ; in effort all ; 
More than creation labours ! labours more. 
And is there in creation, what, amidst 
This tumult universal, wing'd dispatch. 
And ardent energy, supinely yawns? — 
Man sleeps, and man alone ; and man whose fate^ 
Fate irreversible, entire, extreme, 
Endless, hair-hung, breeze-shaken, o'er the gulf 
A moment trembles ; drops ! and man, for whom 
All else is in alarm ; man, the sole cause 
Of this surrounding storm ! and yet he sleeps, 
As the ^rm rock'd to rest. — ^Throw years away; 
Throw empires, and be blameless. Moments seize, 
Heav'n's on their wing : a moment we may wish, 
When wotlds want wealth to buy. Bid day stand still; 
Bid him drive back his car, and re-import 
The period past, re-giv^ the giv'n hour. 
Lorenzo, more tiian miracles we want; 
Lorenzo — O for yesterdays to c^ome! 

Such is the language of the mdn awake ; 
His ardour such for what oppresses thee^ 
And is his ardour vain, Lorenzo ? No ; 
That more than miracle the gods indulge. 
To-day is yesterday retum'd ; retnro'd 
Full-power'd to cancel, expiate, raise, adorn, 
And rekistate us on the rock o neace. 
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Let it not share its predec^^r^ fiite, 
Nor, like its elder sisters, die a fboL 
Shall it evaporate in fume, fly off . 
FtUiginons, and stain us deeper still ? 
Shall we he poorer for the plenty poar*d? 
More wretched for the clemencies of Heav'n? 

Where shall I find him? Angels, tell me where, 
You know him : he is near you : point him out. 
Shall I see glories beaming from his brow. 
Or trace his footsteps by the rising flowers? 
*Yoar golden wings, now hoVring o'er him, shed 
Protection ; now are waving in applause 
To that blest son of foresight ; lord of &te ! 
That awfnl independent on to-morrow ! 
Whose work is done ; who triumphs in the (Mist ; 
Whose yesterdays look backward with a smile; 
Nor, Kke the Parthian wound him as they fly : 
That common but opprobrious lot ! Past hours^ 
If not by guilt, yet wound as by their flight, 
If folly bounds our prospect by the grave. 
All feeling of futurity llenumb'd ; 
All god-hke passion for eternals quench'd ; 
An relish of reahties expired ; 
Renoihic'd all correspondence with the skies : 
Onr freedom chained ; quite wingless our desire ; 
In sense dark>pri8on*d all that ought to soar ; 
Prone to the centre ; crawling in the dust -, 
Dismounted ev'ry great and glorious aim -, 
Einbmted ev'ry faculty divine : 
Heart-bury*d in the rubbish of the world. 
The world, that gulf of soul#, immortal soub. 
Souls elevate, angelic, wing'd with fire 
To reach the distant skies, and triumph there 
On thrones, which shall not mourn their masters 
Tho* we fron^ earth, ethereal they that felL [chang'd 
Sach veneration doe, O man, to man. 

Who venerate themselves the world despise. 
For what, gay friend, is this escutcheon'd world, 
Which liangs out death in one eternal night? 
A night, that glooms us in the noon-tide ray, 
And wraps our thought, at banquets, in the shroud. 
iife*s little stage is a small eminence^ , 
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Inch-high the grave above ; that home of man. 

Where dwells the multitude ; we gaze aroond ; 

We read their monuments ; we sigh ; and while 

We sigh, we sink ; and are what we deplor'd ; 

Lamenting, or lamented, ail oar lot ! 
Is death at distance? No : he has been on thee ; 

And giv'n sure earnest of his final blow. 

Those hours which lately smii'd, where are they now ? 

Pallid to thoueht, and ghastly! drown'd, lOl drown'd 

In that gredt deep, which nothing disembogues I ^ 

And, dying, they bequeathed thee small renown^ 

The rest are on the wing : how fleet their flight! 

Already has the fatal train took fire ; 

A moment, and the world's blown up to thee ; 

The sun is darkness, and the stars are dust 
'TIS greatly wise to talk with our past hours ; 

And ask them what report they bore to heav*n; 

And how they might have borne more welcome new9- 

Their answers form what men experience eall ; 

If Wisdom's friend, her best ; if not, worst foe. 

O reconcile tliem ! kiud exp«iience cries, 

'< lliere's nothing here, but wliat as nothing weighs;. 

** Ihe more our joy, the more we know it vain> 

" And by success are tutored to despair." 

Nor is it only thus, but must be so. 

Who knows not this, tho' grey, is still a child. 

Loose then from earth the grasp of fond desire,. 

Weigh anchor, and some hsqtpier clime explore. 
Art thou so moor'd thou canst not disengage. 

Nor give thv thoughts a ply to future scenes ? 

since by life's passing breath, blown up from earthy 

Light as the summer's dust, we take in air 

A moment's giddy flight, and f^ again ; 

Join the dull mass, increase the trodden soil, 

And sleep, till earth herself shall be no more ^ 

Since then (as emmets, their small world o'erthrowo^ 

'^e, sore amaz'd, from out earth^s ruins crawl| 

bid rise to fate extreme of foul or fair, 

b man's own choice (controller of the skies) 

U man's despotic will, perhaps one hour, 

O how omnipotent is time !) dea-ees ; 

iShouJd not each waraipg give a strong alarm? 
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Warniag, ^rless than that of bosom torn 
From bosom, bleeding o'er the sacred dead ! 
Shoald not each dial strike ns as we pass, 
Porteotons, as the written wall which stmck, 
O'er midnight bowls, the prond Assyrian pale, 
Erewhile h^h-flnsh^d with insolence and wine? 
Like that the dial speaks, and points to thee, 
Lorenzo ! loath to break thy banquet np : 
^ O man \ thy kingdom is departing irom thee ; 
" And while it lasts, is emptier than ray shade.'' 
Its sifent language snch ; nor need'st thon call 
Thy ma«;i to decypher what it means. 
Know, like the Median, Fate is in thy walls ; 
Dost ask how? whence? Beishazzar>hke,amaz'd1 
Man*s make encloses the snre seeds of death ; 
Life feeds the murderer : ingrate ! h6 thrives 
On her own' meal, and then his nurse devours. 

But here, Lorenzo, the delusion lies j 
That solar shadow, as it measures life, 
It life resembles too : life speeds away 
From point to point, though seeming to stand stilL 
The cunning fugitive is swih by stealth : 
Too subtle is the movement to be-^seen; ■ 
Yet soon man's honr is up, and we are gone. 
Warnings point out our danger, gnomons, time : 
As these are useless when the sun is set ; 
So those, but when more glorious reason shines. 
Reason should judge in all ; in reason's eye. 
That sedentary shadow travels hard : 
But such our gravitation to the wrong, 
So prone our hearts to whisper what we wish^ 
*Ti8 later with the wise than he's aware : 
A Wilmington goes slower than the sun ; 
And all mankind mistake their time of day; 
E'en age itself. Fresh hope« are hourly sown 
In furrow'd brows. So gentle's life's descent. 
We shut our eves, and think it is a plain. 
We take fiiir days in winter for the spring, 
And turn our blessings into bane. Since oft 
Man mtist compute that ase he cannot feel, 
He scarce believes he's olcter for his years : 
Thus at life's latest eve, we keep iiutore 
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One disappmiitine^t sure, to crown the rest; 

The disappomtment of a promis'd hour. 

On this or sunilar, Philander, thou, 

Whose mind was moral as the preacher's tongue ; 

And strong, to wield all science, worth the name; 

How often we talk'd down the summer's sun, 

And coold our passions by the breezy strelUn ! 

How often thaw'd and shorten'd winter's eve. 

By conflict kind, that struck out latent truth, 

Best found, so sought ; to the recluse more coy ! 

Thoughts (tisentangle, passing o'er the lip ; 

Clean runs the thread ; if not, tis thrown away. 

Or kept to tie up nonsense for a song ; 

Song, fashionably fniitless ; such as stains 

The fancy, and unhallow'd passions fires, 

Chiming her saints to Cytherea's fane. 
Know'st thou, Lorenzo, what a friend contains? 

As bees mix'd nectar draw from fragrant flow^. 

So men from friendship, wisdom and delight ; 

Twins ty'd by Nature ; if they part they die. 

Hast thou no friend to set thy mind abroach? , 

Good sense will stagnate. Thoughts shut up^ want air^ . 

And spoil, like bales unopen'd to the sun. 

Had thought been all, sweet speech had been deny*d ; 

Speech, thought's canal! speech, thought's criterion tool 

"jniought in £e mine may come forth gold or dross ; 

When coin'd in word, we know its reid worth : 

If sterling, store it for thy future use ; 

'Twill buy thee benefit, perhaps renown. 

Thought, too, deliver'd, is the more possess'd ; 
'TeacMng we learn, and giving we retain 

The bir& of intellect; when dumb forgot. 

Speech ventilates our intellectual fire ; ^ 

Speech burnishes our mental magazine ; 

brightens for ornament, and whets for use. 
Irat numbers, sheath'd in erudition, lie 
ing'd to the hilts in venerable tomes, 
d rusted in ; who might have borne an edge,^ 
d play'd,a sprightW beam, if born to speech ! 
bom blest heirs of half their mother's tongue I 
8 thought's exchange,, which^ like th' alternate posh 
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Of wayes conflicting^ breaks the learned 90110, 
And defecates the student's standing pooL 
In contemplation is his'proad resource? 

Tis poor, as proud, by converse iinsustain'd. 

Rode thought runs wild in contemplation's £eld; 

Converse, the menage, breaks it to the Int 

Of doe restraint j and emulation's spur 

Gites graceful energy, by rivals aw'd. 

Tis coQverse qualifies for solitude, 

Ag exercise for salutary rest : 

By tiiat lintutor'd, contemplation raves, 

And NatureVfool by Wisdom's is outdone. 
Wisdom, Cho* richer than Peruvian mines. 

And sweeter than the sweet ambrosial hive, 

What is she but the means of happiness? 

That unpbtain'd, than folly more a fool; 

A melanchqly fool, without her bells. 

Friendship, the means of wisd<^m, richly gives 

The precious end, which makes our wisdom wise. 

Nature, in zeal for human ami^. 

Denies or damps an undivided joy. 

Joy is an impoit ; joy is an exchange ; 

Joy flies monopolists ; it calls for t^o : 

Rich fruit! Heav'n-planted ! never plack'd by one. 

Needful auxiliars are our friends, to give 

To social man tnie relish of himself. 

Fun on ourselves descending in a line. 

Pleasure's bright beam is feeble in delight : 
Delight intense is taken by rebound j- 

Reverberated pleasures Are the breast. 

' Celestial happiness ! whene'er she stoops 

To visit earth, one shrine the goddess finds^ 

And one alone, to make her sweet amends 

For absent heav*n — the bosom of a flriend ; 

Where heart meets heart, reciprocally soft. 

Each other's pillow to repose divine. 

Beware the counterfeit ; in passion's flame 

Hearts mdt, but melt like ice, soon harder froze. ' 

Tme love strikes root in reason, passion's foe; 

Virtae alone entenders us for life : 

I. wrong her much — entenders us for ever. 

Of friendship's fairest fruits, the fruit most fair 
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Is virttie kindHag at a rival fire* 

And emulously rapid in her race. 

O the soft enmity ! endearing strife ! 

This carries Friendship to lier noou-tide poin^ 

And gives the rivet or eternity. 

From Friendship, which outlives my former themed^ 
Glorious survivor of Old Time and Death! 
From Friendship thus, that flow'r of heav'nly se^d, 
The vrise extract earth's most Hyblean bliss, 
Superior wisdom, crown'd with smiling joy. 

But for whom blossoms this Elysian flower? 
Abroad they find who cherish it at home. 
Lorenzo, pardon what my love extorts, 
An honest love, and not afraid to frown* 
Tho* choice of foUies fastens on the great. 
None chnga more obstmate than fancy fond. 
That sacred friendsliip is their easy prey, 
Caught by the wafture of a golden lure, 
Or tascinatton of a high-born smile, 
Their smiles, the great and the coquet throw out 
For other hearts, tenacious of their own ; 
And MfC no less of ours when such the bait. - 
Ye Fortune's cofferers ! ye pow'rs of Wealth ! 
You do your rent-rolls most fejionious wrong. 
By taking our attachment to yourselves. 
Can gold gain friendship ? Impudence of hope ! 
As well mere man an angel might beget. 
Love, and love only, is the loan for love. 
Lorenzo, pride repress, nor hope to find 
A friend, but what has found a friend in thee. 
AU like the purchase, few the price will pay ; 
Ajjd this makes friends such miracles below. 

What if (since daring on so nice a theme) 
I shew thee friendship delicate as dear, 
Of tender violations apt to die? 
Reserve will wound it, and distrusfdestroy ; 
DeHberate on all things with thy friend : 
But since friends grow not thick on ev'ry bough, 
Nor ev'ry friend unrotten at the core ; 
First on thy friend delib'rate vrith thyself; 
Pause, ponder, sift ; not eager in the choice^ 
I^ or jealous of tiie chosen : fixing, fix : 
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Jndfle before friendship^ then confide tiH death. 

Well for thy friend, bat nobler for for thee. 

How gallant dai^r for earth*^s Invest prize! 

A friend is worth all hazards we can run. 

^ Poor is the friendless roaster of a world : 

** A world in purchase for a friend is ^ain." 
So sung he (angels hear that angel sinj^ \ 

Angeb from niendship gather half their joy J) 

So song Philander^ as h& friend went round 

In the rich ichor, m the gen'rons blood 

Of Bacchus, pnrple god of joyous wit, * 

A brow sohite, and ev6r-langbing eye. 

He drank long health and virtue to his friend. 

His friend! who warm'd hhn more, who more inspir'd 

Frien(ishq[>'s the wine of life; but friendship new 

(Not fiisch was his) is neitlier strong nor pure. 

01' for the bright complexion, cordialwarmth, 

And elevating spirit of a friend. 

For twenty summers ripemng by my side ; 

All feculence of falsehood long throvm down ; 
, All social virtues rising in his soul ; 

As crystal clear, and smiling as they rise I 

Here nectar flows ! It sparkles in our sight ; 

Rich to the taste, and genuine from the heart. 

Hiifa.fiayoinr'd bliss for gods ! on earth how rare! 
On earth bow lost l—Pmlander is no more. 

Hiittk'st thou the theme intoidcates my song? 
Am I too warm ?— Too warm I cannot be ? 
liov'd him much, but now I love him more, 
like birds^ whose beauties languish, halfconceid'd^ 
Till monnted on the wing their glossy plumes 
Expanded shine with azure, green, and gold ; 
How blessings brighten as ti^y take their flight t 
His fllglit Philander took ; his upward flight, 
If ever soul ascended. Had he dropt, 
/That eagle genius!) O iiad he let fall 
One fea£er as he flew, I then had wrote 
M^hat friends mightflatter. prudent foea fprbear. 
Rivals scarce damn, and Stilus reprieve. 
Vet what I can I must: it were profane 
To cpieach a glory tij^ted at the skies, , 
'^ad cast in shadows his illustrious close. 
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Strange ; the theme tnostoifeetiBg, most tobfinc^ ' 
Momentous most to man, should iSeep misang! 
And yet itsleeps, by genios nnawak'd, 
Paimm or Chiisjten, to the blush of Wit. 
Man's highest triumph^ man's profoondest iall^ 
The deatb-bed of the jostf is yet undrawn 
By mortal hand ; it merits a divine : 
Aneels should paint it, angels eyer there ; 
Thire^ on a post of honour and of joy. 

Dare I presume, then? but Philander bids,. 
And glory tempts^ and inelinatira calls, 
.Yet am I struck, as stmtk tblb soul beneath ^ 

' Aerial groves impenetrable gloom^ 
Or in some mighty ruin's solemn shade, ' 
Or gazing^ b^ pale lamps, on high-born dust 
In vaults, thm courts of poor unflatter'd kings,. 
Or at the midnight altafs hallowed flame. 
It is religion to proceed : I pause— 
And enter, aw'd^ the temple of my fame. 
Is it his death-bed? No : it is his shrine : 
Behold him there just riang to a god. 

Hie chamber where the good man meets his fiite 
Is priioleg'd beyond the common walk 
Of virtuons life, quite in the verge^heav^ 
Fly, ye profane I if not, draw near with awe,. 
Receive the blessmg, and adore the chance 
Ibat threwsin this Bethesda your disease : 
if unrestor'd by this^ despair your cure ; 
For here resisdess demonstration dwells : 
A deatb-bed's a detector of the heart 
Here tir'd DissimiUation drops her mask 
Thra' life's grimace, that mistress of the spene T 
Here real and apparent are the saine;^ 
Yon see the man, you see his hold on heav'n. 
If so'ond his virtue; as Philander's sound. 
Heav'n vraits not the last moment^ owns her fri^idii: 
On this ^ide deatti^ and points them out to men } 
A lecture silea^ but of sovereign pow'r ! ^ 
To Vi^e confusion, and to Virtue peace. 

Whatever iarce the boastful hero plays, 
Virtue alone has nu^sty in Death, 
^Qd greater still, th# mor# the tyrant frowns. 
"vx^ I h9 severely frown'd on the^e 
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"Nowanuniffl^D! oncereraonloiisftte! 

^ A sodden inslfrom life's meridian joysi 

*^ A wrench fnm all we love ! from all we arel 

** A restless bed 4>f paint a plunge opaque 

^ Beyond conjecture ! feeble Nature^ dread! 

^ Strong Reason's shudder at the dark unknown! 

^ A son extingnish'd ! a Just opening grave ! 

^ And, oh! the last, last! what ? (can words express, 

« Thoui^t reach itl) the last-— silence of a ftiend!" 

Where are those horrors, that amazement where, 

Tliis hideous group of ills (which singly shock) 

Demand from man?— I thought him mlin till now. 

Thro' Nature^s wreck, thro' vanquish'd agonies, 
(like the stars struggling thro' this midnight gloom) 
What gleams of joy ? what more than human peace? 
Where'the frail mortal ? the poor algect worm? 
No, not in death the mortal to be fbiwd. 
His conduct is a legacy for all, 
Richer than Mammon's for bis single heir. 
His comforters he comforts ; great in ruin, 
With onrelnctant grandeur gives, not yields. 
His soul sublime, and clones with his late. 

How our hearts burnt within us at the scene! 
Whence, tins brave bound o'er limits fixt to ottan? 
His God sustains him id his final hour ! 
His final hour brings ^ory to his God! 
Man'ft glory HeaVn vouchsafes to call her own. 
We gaze, we weep! mixt tears of grief and joy ! 
Amazement strikes I devotion bursts to flame! 
Christians adore! and infidels befieve. 

As some tall tow'r, or lofbr mountain's brow. 
Detains the sun illustrious, from its height. 
While rising vapours and descending slmdes, 
With damps and darkness drown the spacious vale, 
Undaropt Dy doubt, nndariLcn'd by despair, 
Philaoaer thus augnstl^ rears his head. 
At that black hour which gen'ral horror sheds 
On the low level of th* inglorious throng : 
Sweet peace, and heav'nly hope, and humble joy, 
BiviDeiy beslm on his exalted soid ; 
Destmctbn gild and crown him for Hbt idries, 
With incommnntcable lustre bright ^ 
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From dreain«, where thought in Faocy's maEe mat 
To reason, that heav*n-lighted lamp in man, [ttati 
Once more I wake ; and at the deitin'd hour^ 
Punctual as lovers to the moment swom^ 
I keep my assip^nation with my woe. 

Oi lost to virtue, lost to manly thought. 
Lost to the noble^sallie^of the soul t 
Who think it solitude to be alone. 
Communion sweet ! communion large and high ! 
Our reason, guardian angel, and our God ! 
Then nearest these, when others most remofte ; 
And all, ere long, shall be remote but these. 
How dreadful, tiien, to meet them all alone, 
A stranger! unacknowledg'd t unapproved ! 
Now woo them, wed them, bind them to thy breasl; 
To win thy wish, creation has no more. 
Or if we wish a fourth, it is a fiiend. 

ut friends, how mortal! dangerous the desire. 

Take Phoebus to yourselves, ye basking bard»t^ 

ebriate at fair Fortune's fountain-bead ^ 

id reeling thro' the wilderness of joy, 

here Sense runs sava{|e, broke from'Reasoni'a cIm^^ 

id sings fa^e peace, tdl «BOther'd by the paU. 
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% fortane is mdike, radike noY songy 
Unlike the deity my song invokes. 
I to Da^^Vsott-ey'dsisterpay my court, 
(Endymion's rivid) and her aid implore ; 
Now first implor'd in saccoitr to the Miise. 
Thon, who didst lately boitow Cynthia*s *fon» 
And modestiy forego thine own I O thou, 
Vfho didst thyself, at midnight hours, inspire !^ 
Say, why not Cynthia, patroness of song? 
As thou her creseent, she thy character, 
Assumes^ still morea goddess by the change. 

Are there demorrings, wits who dare dispute 
This revolati<m in the world insj[»r'd ! 
Ye train Pierian ! to the lunar sphere. 
In silent hour, address vour ardent call 
lor aid imnM>Ftal, less her brother's right 

twith the spheres harmonious nigfaSy leads 
! Buixy dance, and hears their matcluess strain -, 
rain for gods, den^d to mo::tal ear. 
nsmit it beard, thou silver Queen of Heav'n! 
What title or wfas^ name endears thee most? 
Cynthia! Cyllene! Phoebe!— or dost hear 

With higher gust, feir F-^ d of the skies? 

Is that the soft enchantment calls thee do>vn, 
More po3¥'rful than of old Circean chamfi ? 
Come, out from heav*nly banquets with thee bring 
The soul of song, and whisper in mine ear 
The theft divine ; or in propitious dreams 
^or dreams are thme) transfuse it thro' the breast 
Of thy first votary-~but not thy last. 
If, Hke thy namesake, thou art ever kind. 

And kind thou wilt be, kind on such a theme ; 
A tteeme so like thee, a quite lunar theme, 
Sot), modest, melanchdy, female, fair ! 
A theme that rose all pade, a&d told my soul 
Twas ni|^t ; on her fond Hopes perpetual nighty 
A night which struck a damp, a deadlier damp 
Than that which smote me from Philander's tomb 
Narcissa follows ere Ins tomb is clos'd. 
Vies cluster ; rare are solitary woes ; 

* At the Duke of Moifblk't muqfisaOe* 
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They love a train ; they tread each odier*f Jleel ; 

Her death in^des his moumftil ngfat, and daiins 

The grief that started from my lids for him ; 

Seizes the faithless, alienated tear, 

Or shares it ere it faUs. JSo frequent Death, 

Sorrowfae more than causes ; Jie confounds ; 

For human sighs his rival strokes contend. 

And make distress distraction. Oh, Philander! 

What was. thy iato ? a doubleiate to me ; 

Portent and pain ! a menace and a blow ! 

like the black raven bovVing o'er my peace. 

Not less a bird of omen than of prey. 

It caird Narcissa long beibre her hour : 

It call'd her tender soul by break of bliss. 

From the first blossom, from the buds of joy ; 

Those few our noxious fate unblasted iMvet • « 

In this inclement cfime of boman liie. / --^.^ 

Sweet Harmonist 1 and beantilttl as sweet ; vm 
And young as beautiful ! and soft as young ! 'jA 

And gay as soft ! and innocent as gay t .41 

And happy (if aught happy here) as good f 
For fortune fond had bnUt her nest on high, 
like birds, quite exquisite of note and phime. 
Transfixed bv Fate (who loves a lofty mark) 
How from the summit of the grove she fell 
And left it unharmomousl all its cfaaim 
Extinguished in the wonders of her song ; 
Her soiu; stfll vibrates in my ravisii'd ear, 
, Still meUing there, and with yohiptaous pt&n 
(O to forget her !) thrflhng thro' my heart ! 

Soup;, beauty, youth, love, virtue, joy! this group 
Of brQ^t ideas, flowers of Paradise, 
As yet unforieit ! in one blaze we mnd. 
Kneel and present it to the skies, as ^1 
We guess of heaven ; and these were aU her own ; 
>id she ^aras mine ; and I was — was I — most blest«^ 

ly title of the deepest misery ! 

bodies grow more ponderous nabbed of li^, > - f> » •« 

lod lost weighs more in grief than gain'd in J ■'** ' 



ie blossom'd trees oeertuin'd by vernal 
vehr in.death the beanteous rum lay ; ^V. 
ad'n ia death still lovely, lovelier tfaere^ 
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Far lovidierr Pity sweOi the tide of lore. 
And will not the severe excuse a sigh? 
Scom tfaeprovdman that isashamed to weep ; 
Onr teirs iadnlg^l, indeed desenre oar shamo. 
Ye that^'er lost an adgel^ pity me ! 

Soon as the lostre langoish'd in her eye. 
Dawning a dimmer day on hnman si^t, 
And on her «heek,the^rendence of Spring, 
Pale omen sat^and scattered ^rs around 
On all that saw (and who would cease to gaze 
That once had seen ?) with haste, parental baste, 
I flew, I snatch'd her from the rigid nortb, 
Her native hed, on which bleak Boreas blew. 
And bore her nearer to the son : the son 
(As if the son could envy) checked his beam,. 
Deny'd bis wonted saccour ; nor with more 
Regret beheld her drooping than the beUs 
»Of lilies ; fairest lilies, not so fair! 

Queen lilies ! and ye painted populace f 
Who dwell in fields, and lead ambrosial lives ! 
In mom and evening dew your beauties bathe, 
And drink the sun which gives your cheeks to glow. 
And out-blush (roineexcepted) every fur ; 
You gladliergrew, ambitions of her band,. ' 

Which often cropt your odours, incense meet 
To thought so pure ? Ye lovely fugitives ! 
Coeval race with man ; for man you smile ; 
Why not smile at him too ? Yon share, indeed,. 
His sudden pass but noUiis constant pain. 

Soman is made, nought ministers delight^ 
But what his glowing passions can engage ; 
And glovdng passions^ b^t on aught below, 
Must, soon or late, with anguish turn the scale; 
And anguish after rapture, hoMfsevete ! 
Rapture ! boid man *. who tempts the wn 
By plucking fruit deny'd to mortal taste, 
Whibt here, presuming on the rights of 
For transport dost thou call on ev'ry hoi 
I^r^oEoP At thy friend's expense be wii 
Lean not on earth ; 'twill pierce thee to 1 
A broken reed at best ; but oft a spear ; 
On its sharp point Peace bleeds, and Ho 
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Tarn, hopeless thonj^t! torn from her:— Thought 
Resenting rallies, and wakes ey'ry woe. [repelled 
Snatcfa'd ere thy prime! and in thy bridid honrl 
And when kind fortune, with thy lo^r, smil'd ! 
And when hi^h-flayonr'd thy fresh op'ning joys ! 
And when blmd man prononnc'd thy bliss complete ; 
And on a foreign shore, where strangers wept ! . 
Strangers to thee, and, more surprising still, 
Strangers to kindness, wept Their eyes l^t fall 
Inhuman tears ! strange tears ! that trickled ^own 
From marble hearts ! obdurate tenderness ! 
A tenderness that call'd them more severe^ 
In spite of Nature's softrpersuasion steel'd ; 
While Nature melted, Superstition rav'd ! 
That moum'd the dead, and this deny'd ^ grave. 

Their sighs incens'd ; sighs fbrdgn to the will ! 
Tlieir will the tiger suck'd, outraged the storm : 
For, oh ! the curs*d ungodliness of zeal ! 
While sinful flesh relented, spirit mirs'd 
In blind infiUlibility's embrace, 
The sainted spirit petrified the breast, 
I>eny'd thec1iartty,of dust to spread 
0*er dust! a charity their dogsei^oy. 
What could I do? what succour? what resourced 
With pious sacrilege a grave I stole ; 
With impious piety that grave I wrong'd ; 
Short in my duty, coward in my grief! 
More like her murderer than frigid, I crept 
With soft suspended step, and, mumed deep. 
In midnight darkness, whispered my last sigh. 
I wbisper'd what should echo thro' theirrealms : 
N or writiher narae,who8e tomb should pierce tlie skies. 
Presumptuous fear ! Iiow durst I dread her foes, 
While Nature's loudert dictates I obeyed? 
Pardon necessity, blest shade? of grief 
And indignation rival bursts I pour'd ; 

^alf-execration mingled with my pray'r ; 

indled at man, while I bis God ader'd ; 

)re grudg'd the savage land her sacred dnst ; 

amp'd thecurs'd soil ; and with humanity 

►eoy'd Narcissa) wish'd them all a grave. 

Glows my resentment into guilt i what guilt 
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Gao equal violatieiis of the dead? 
The dead how sacred ! sacred is tiie dast 
Of this heaVn lahotur'd fomiy erect, divine ! 
This heav'n-ttS8nm*d, majestic, robe of earth 
He deign'd to wear, who hung the vast expanse 
With azure bright, and cloth*d the son in gold. 
When ev'ry pa^on sleeps that can offend ; 
Wiien strikes us ev*ry motive that can melt ; 
When man can wreak his rancour uncontrol'd, 
Tbatstrongest curb on insult and ill-will ; 
Then, spleen to dost? the^dnst of innocence ? 
An angel's dast! — ^This Lucifer transcends ; 
When he contended for the Patriarch's bones, 
Twas not the strife of malice, but of pnde ; 
The strife of pontiff pride, not pontiff gall. 

Far less thui this is shocking m a race 
Most wretched, but from streams of mubial love 
And uncreated, but for love divine ; 
And, but for love divine, this moment lost, 
By Fate resorb'd, and sunk in endless night 
^Ian hard of heart to man t of horrid Sings 
Most horrid ! 'mid stupendous, highly strange 
Yf t od his courtesies are smoother wrongs ; 
Pride brandishes the favonrs he confers, 
And contumelious his humanity : 
What, then liis vengeance ? Hear it not, ye stars ! 
And thoU} pale Moon ! turn paler at the sound ; 
Bfan is to man the sorest, surest ill. 
A previous blast foretells the rising storm ; 
O'erwhelming turrets threaten ere they fall; 
Volcanoes bellow ere they disembogue ; 
Earth ti^mbles ere her yawning jaws devour; 
And smoke betrays the 'wide consuming fire : 
Rain from man is roost conceal'd when near^ 
And sends the dreadful tidings in the blow. 
Is this the flight of iimcy? would it were! 
Heav'n's Sov'rei^ saves all beings, but himself, 
Ilmt hideous sight, a naked human heart 

Fir'd is the Muse? and let the muse be fir'd : 
Who not inflam'd, when what he speaks he feels, 
And in the nerve most tender, in his friends ? 
Shame to mankind ! Philander bad his foes; 
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He felt the troths I sing^ and I in him : 

But he nor I feePmore. Past ills, Narcissa ! 

Are mink in thee, thou recent v^onnd of heart ! 

Which bleeds wi& other cares, with other pangs ; 

Pangs nnrn'rous as the numVous ills that swarm'd 

O'er thy distinguished fate, and clust'nng there, 

Thick as the locust on the land of Nile, 

Made death inore deadly, and more dark the grave. 

Reflect (if not forgot my touching tale) 

How was each circumstance with aspics arm'd? 

An aspic each, and all an hydra-woe. 

What strong Herculean virtue could suffice ? — 

Or is it virtue to be conquered here ? 

This hoary cheek a train of tears bedews. 

And each tear mourns its own distinct distress ; ^ 

And each distress, distinctly moum'd, demands 

Of grief still more, as heightened by the whole. 

A grief like this proprietors excludes ! 

Not friends alone such obsequies deplore ; 

They make mankind the mourner ; carry sighs 

Far as the fatal Fame can wing her way. 

And turn the gayest thou^t of gayest age 

Down the right channel, thro' the vale of death. 

The vale of death ! that hush'd Cimmerian vsde. 
Where darkness brooding o'er onfinish'd fates. 
With raven wing incumbent waits the day 
(Dread day ! ) that interdicts all future change ! 
That subterranean world, that land of ruin ! 
^t walk, Lorenzo, for proud human thought ! 
There let my thought expatiate, and explore 
Balsamic truths and healing sentiments. 
Of all most wanted, and most welcome here. 
For gay Lorenzo's sake, and for thy own. 
My soul; "The fruits of d3ring friends survey ; 
" Expose the vain of life ; weigh life and death,; 
" Give death his eulogy : thy fear subdue ; 
** And labour that first palm of noble minds, 
" A manly 5Corn of terror from the tomb." 

This harvest reap from thy Narcissa's grave. 

As poets feign'd, from Ajax' streaming blood 

\ro8e, with grief inscrib'd^ a mournful flow'r, 

^i wisdom blossom from my mortal wound. 
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And first, of dying friends ; what fimit from these? 

It brinji^ nt more than triple aid ; an aid 

To chase our thoughtlessness, fear, pride, and guilt. 

Oar dying iiriends come o'er ns, like a clond. 

To damp our brainless ardoors, and abate 

That glare of life which often blinds the wise. 

Oar (^ng fHends are pioneers to smooth 

Oor rugged pass to death ; to break those bars 

Of terror and abhorrence Nature throws 

Cross oor obstructed way, and thus to make 

Weleome, as safe, our port from ev*ry storm. 

Each friend by Fate snatched from us, is a plume 

Phick'd from the wing of human vanity. 

Which makes us stoop from our aereal heights, 

And damp'd with omen of our own decease. 

On drooping pinions of ambition lower'd, 

Jost bkim emth's surface ere we break it up, ^ 

0*er putrid earth to scratch a little dust 

And save the world a nuisance. Smitten friends 

Are angels, sent on errands full of love ; 

For us they languish, and for us the^ die ; 

And shall thev languish, shall they die in vain? 

Uo^rate^l, mall we grieve their hov*ring shades^ 

Which wait the revolution ifi our hearts ? 

Shall we disdain their silent, soft address, 

Their posthumous advice, and pious pray*r ? 

Senseless, as herds that graze their hallow'd graves, 

IVead under foot their agonies and groans ; 

Fhistrate their anguish, and destroy their deaths ? 

Lorenzo ! no ; the thought of -death indulge ; 
Give it its vrholesome empire ! let it reign^ 
That kind chastiser of thv soul in joy t 
Its reign will spread thv glorious conquests ^r^ 
And still the tumults of thy ruffled breast 
Auspicious »ra ! golden days, begin ! 
The thought of death, shall, like a god, inspire.^ 
And why not think on death ? Is life the theme 
Of ev'ry thought? and wish of ev'ry hour? , 

And song of ev'ry joy ? Surprismg truth ! 
The beaten spaniel's fondness not so stranee./ 
To wave the numerous ills that seize on Ine 
As their own property, their lawful prey ; 
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Ere man has measur'd half his weary stage. 

His luxuries have left him no reserve, 

No maiden relishes, unbroach*d delights; 

On cold^erv'd repetitions he subsists, 

And in the tasteless present chews the past ; ^ 

Disgusted chews, and scarce can swallow down. 

like lavish ancestors, his earlier years 

Have disinherited his future hours, 

Which starve on orts, and ^ean their former field. 
Live ever here, Lorenzo ! — shocking thought! 

So shockmg, they who wish disown it too ; 

Disown from shame what they from folly crave. 

Live ever in the womb, nor see the light! 

For what live ever here ? — with lab'ring step 

To tread our former footstepsi' pace the round 

Eternal ? to cUmb life's worn, heavy wheel. 

Which draws up nothing new? to beat, and beat 

The beaten track ? to bid each wretched day 

The former mock? to suifeit on the same, 

And yawn our joys ? or thank a misery 

For change, tho* sad? to see what we have seen ? 

Hear, till unheard, the same Old slabber'd tale? 

To taste the tasted, and at each return 

Less tastefid? o'er our palates to decant 

Another vintage? strain a flatter year, 

Thro* loaded vessels, and a laxer tone? 

Crazy machines to grind earth's "wasted fruits f 

111 ground and worse concocted ! load, notlife ! 

The rational foul kennels of excess ! 

Still-streaming thoroughfares of dull debauch! [boWI. 

TrenibUng each gulf, lest death should snatch the 
Such of our fine ones is the >vish refin'd-l 

So would they have it : elegant desire ! 

Why not invite the bellowing stalls and wilds ? 

But such examples might their riot awe. 

Thro* want of virtue, Siat is, want of thought. 

Tho' on bright thought they father all their flights) 
what are tliey rednc'd ? to love and hate 
le same vain world ; to censure and espouse 
lis painted shrew of life, who calls th^m fool 
ich moment of each day ; to flatter bad 
iro' dread of worse j to cling to this rode rock, 
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Barren, to tiiem, of good, and sharp with ills, 
And hourly blacken'd M^ith impending storms. 
And infamoas for wrecks of human hope — 
ka^d at the gloomy gulf that yawns beneath. 
Sadiare their triumfSi ! such Uieir pangs of joy. 

Tis time, high time, to siitft this dismal scene. 
Tbishngg'd, this hideous state, what art can cure? 
One only ; but that one what all may reach -, 
Virtue — she, wonder-working goddess! charms 
That rock to bloom, and tames the painted shrew; 
And, what will more surprise, Lorenzo 1 gives 
To life's sick, nauseous, iteration, change ; 
And straitens Nature's circle to a Ime. 
BeBev'st thou this, Lorenzo ? lend an ear. 
A patient ear, thoult blush to disbelieve. 

A languid, leaden iteration reigns. 
And ever must, o'er those whose joys are joy » 
Of sight, smell, taste. The cuckoo-seasons singf 
The same dull note to such as nothing prize. 
Bat what those season^, iirom the teemuig earth;^ 
To dotins sense induce. But nobler minds, 
^Vhich reUsh fruits unripen'd by the sun, 
Make their days various, various as the dyes 
On the dove's lyjck, which wanton in his rays. 
Onmmds of dove-like innocence possess'd. 
On Ughten'd minds, that bask in vurtue's beams^ 
Nothing hangs tedious, nothing old revolves 
In that for wliich they long, for which they live. 
Their glorious efforts, wing'd with heavenly hope^ 
Each rising morning sees still higher rise ; 
Each bounteous dawn its novelty presents 
To worth maturing, new stiength, lustre, fame ; 
While Nature's circle, Uke a chariot-wheel 
Rolhng beneath their elevated aims. 
Makes their fair prospect fau-er ev'ry hour j 
Advancing virtue in a line to bliss ; 
Virtue which Christian motives best inspire I 
And-bliss, which Christian schemes alone insurer 

And shall we then, for virtue's sake, commence 
Apostates ? and turn infidels for joy ? 
A truth it is, few doubt, but fewer trust, 
'^ He sins against this ^e, who slights the neKf.. 
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What is this Itfe ? tow few Aeir fav'rite know I 

Fond in the dark, and blind in purenibracey 

By passionately loving life, we inake 

Lov'd life unlovely, hogging her to death. 

We give to time eternity's regar<l, 

And, dreaming, take our passage for onr port. 

Life has no vsSne as an end, but means ; 

An £nd deplorable ! a means divine ! 

When tis our all, 'tis nothing; worse than nought; 

A nest of pains ; when held as nothing, much. 

Like some fair hnm'rists, life is most enjoy'd 

When courted least ; most worth, when disesteem'd; 

Then 'tis the seat of comfort, rich in peace ; 

In prospect richer far; important! awiiil! 

Not to be' mentioned but with shouts of praise ! 

Not to be thought on but with tides of joy ! 

The mighty basis of eternal bliss! 

Where now the barren rock ? the painted shrew? 
Where now Lorenzo, life's eternal round? 
Have I not made my triple promise good? > 
Vain is the world ; but.only to the vain. 
To what compare we then this varying scene. 
Whose worth ambiguous, rises and declines, 
Waxes and wanes ? (In all^ propitious Night 
Assists me here) compare 'it to the moon; 
Dark in herself, and indigent ; but rich 
In borrow'd lustre from a higher sphere. 
When gross guilt interposes, lab'ring earth, 
O'ershadow'd mourns a deep echpse of joy; 
Her joys, at brightest, pallid, to that font 
_Of fall effulgent glory whence they flow. 

Nor is that glory distant Oh, Lorenzo, 
A good man and an angel ! these between 
How thin the barrier! what divides their fate ? 
Perhaps a moment, or perhaps a year ; . . 

Or if €in age, it is a moment still ; 
A moment, or eternity's forgot 
Tlien be what once they were who now are gods ; 
Be what Philander was, and claim the skies. 
Starts timid Nature at the gloomy pass? 
The soft transition call it, and be cheer'd ; 
Such it 18 often, and why.not to; thee? 
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To dope the best is pious, braTe, and "wise ; 

And may itself procure what it presumes. 

life is mnch flatter'd, Death is much tradac'd; 

Compare the rivals, and the kinder crown. 

" Strange competition ?** — ^Tme, Lorenzo, strange ! 

So. little life can cast into the scale. 

life makes the sonl dependent on tbe dost ; 
Death gives her wings to monnt above the spheres. 
Thro' chinks, styl'd organs, dim life peeps at light ; 
Death bnrsts th' involving clond, and all is day -, . . 
All eye, all ear, the disembody'd pow'r. 
Deatii has fei^d evils nature shall not feel; 
Life, ills substantial, wisdom cannot shun. 
Is not the mighty mind, that son of Heav'n, 
By tyrant lire dethroned, imprisoned, pained? 
By death enlarged, ennobrd,deify'd ? 
Death but entombs the body, life the sonl. 

^ Is death then guiltless? how he Ta§x^ bis way 
" With dreadfiil w^te of what desej^ tofhiacS ! 
" Art, genius, fortune, elevated pow'r • 
*^ With various lustres these light up the world, 
"Which death puts out, and darkens human race." 
I grant, Lorenzo, this indictment just : 
The sage, peer, potentate, king, conqueror! 
Death humbles &ese ; more barb'rons Life the man^ 
life is the triumph of our mouldering clay ; 
Death of the spirit infinite ! divine! 
Death has no dread but what frail life imparts ; 
Nor life true joy but what kind death improves. 
No btiss has hfe to boast, till death can give 
Par greater. Life's a debtor to the grave j 
Dark lattice ! letting in eternal day 1 

Lorenzo, blush at fondness for a life 
Which sends celestial sonls on errands vile. 
To cater for the sense, and serve at boards 
^i^re ev'ry ranger of the wilds, perhaps 
Each reptile, justly claims our upper-hand. 
Luxurious feast ! a soul, a soul immortal, 
Id all the dainties of a brute bemir^d > 
Lorenzo, blush at terror for a death 
Whidi gives thee to repose in festive bowers, 
^ere nectars sparkle, angels xnixiisters, 
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And five entire. Deaiii is the crown of life : / 
Were death deny'd, poor nliin would Hve in vain • 
Were death deny'd, to Uve would not be life • 
Were death deny'd, e'en fools would wish to die 
Death wounds to ?ure ; we ftll, we rise, we rein » 
Spring from p^r ^tters^&sten ia^tiie skies. 
Where burning £den withers in our sight : 
Death gives as more than was in Eden lost. 
This king of terrors is the prince of peace. 
When slmll' I die tx> vanity, pain, death ? ^ 
When shall 1 4iie?— when hxHX I Ijve for ever? 
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eONTAXNING / * 

7Af 9nly Cure ffrtiefyi^ tf Deathi and prtper Sett&naHi »f 
Omt M ihrn inutimabhMleiiine. 



InMrited t»t]ie H(HV>iinUe Mr. TORKB. 



A MUCH-indebted mnse, O Yerk ! intnideC 
Amid the smiles of fortune and of youtb^ 
Thine ear is patient of a serious sone. 
How deep implanted in the breast ot man 
Thedread^of death! I sing its sbv'reign cure. 

Wfa^F start at Death? where is he^Death arriv'd^ 
Jspast; not come^ orj|one, he*8 never here. 
Sre bopeySensation finis ; black-boding man 
Keceive^i^tsofferS) Death's tremeiraoB»blow. 
The kneU/me shroud^ the mattock, and the grave v 
The deep damp vault, the darkness, and the wona ; 
^Hiese ate tiie ongjiiears of a winters eve. 
The terrors of tfte living, not thedead. 
Iknagination's fool, and error's wretcli,^ 
SDaanpakes a death which Nature never made ; 
Thai oik the point of his own fanc^ falls. 
And feels-a thousand deaths in fearing one^ 

Botwere Death friditfnl, what has age to fea^ 
If prudent, a^ should meet the friendly fte^. 
Sbik\ ftAtttf in his hospitable gk>om. 

Digitized by Google 



THE CHRISTL4N TRIUlVrPH. ti 

Iscarce can meet a raoBimieot bat liold» 
My youBger ; e^ry date crie*—^ Come away.** 
And what recalls me? Look tiie woiidwYiniid, 
And tell me what: The wisest camiot telL 
Should any bom of wonran give bis thongbt 
FUl range on jnst dislike's nnboonded field ; 
Ofihings, the vanity, of men, the flaws ; 
Fbws in the best; the many, flaw all o'er ;. 
As leopards spotted, or as Ethiops dark ;, 
vivacious in ; good dying immature ; 
CHow immature Nardssa's marble teUs) 
And at its death bequeathing endless pain; ' 
His heart, tho' bold^ would sicken at the ^t 
And spend itself in sighs for future scenes. 
But grant to life (and just it is to grant 
To hicky life) some perquisites of joy ; 
A time ttiere is, when,, like a thriee-told. tale, 
I/>ng-rifled life of sweet can yield no more. 
But n'om our comment on the comedy, 

Tleasing reflectiinis on lyirts well sustained, 
Or purposed emendations where we flul'd. 
Or hopies oTp^laudits from our candid Judge, 
When, on their exit, souls are bid unrobe, 
Toss fortune back her tinsel and her phmie,. 

And drop this mask of flesh behind the scene. 
H^ me that time is come ; my world is dead r 

A new world rises,, and new manners seign. 

Foreign comedians, a spruce band! arrive 

To push m^firom the scene, or hiss me there. 

What a pert race starts up-! the strangers gaze,.. 

And I at them ; my nei|;hbour is unknow -^ 

Nor that the worst. a£.bm! the dire meet 

Of loif ring here,, of death defrauded long ; 

Of old so gracious (and let that suffice) 

My very master knows me not 

8hall I dare say, peculiar is the &te? 

Fve been so long remember'd, I'm forgot^ 

An object ever pressing dims the sight, , 

And hides behind itsai^or to be sera. 
^When in his courtiers ears I pour my plain^ 

They diink it as tbe nectar or the greiU^ 
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And squeeze >iiiy band, andbeg m^cometOHn^rrowi 
Reful^al ! camt thou-^ear a snMother fbrm ? 

Indalge nse,* ftor coBceive I drop my tbeme i 
Who cheapentflife, abates tbofeaFofdeath. 
Twice toMthe period spent en stubbeni Troy, 
Conrt-faveur, yet tinlakeny I bewege ; 
Ambition's 4U':H><lged eSort to be rich. 
Alas! ambitienfliakes ray titleless, 
Embitt'rinfl the poisess^d. Wliy mvAa for mofe ? 
Wishing, of all employinents^ is the worst! 
Philosophy's reverse, end health's decay ! 
Were I asptomp as statt'd Theology, 
Wishing Mroold vruste^ne to-tbts-sluide «gaiq. 
Were I as^ wealthy as a Jioath-sea dream, 
Wishing is-afr expedient' to be poor. 
Wishing, that eenstantlieetie of a fool. 
Caught at a covrt, purg'd off by purer air 
And simpler diet, gifts of rural lite ! 

Blest be that brad diviae, which gently I&M 
My heart at rest beneath' tins bumble sheil. 
Tlie world?8 a* stately 'barkj on^dang'rous seas 
With -pkasure seen, -t^ut boarded atour peril : 
Here, on a single plank,- 4hrow& 8af<e ashore, 
I hear the tumult of the distant throng 
As that of seat remote, ^r <^ing stomis. 
And meditate on scenes more sUent still ; 
Pursue my theme, and fi^t the fear of death. 
Here, like a shepherd gadngfi-om his hut, 
Touching his reed, or leaimig on his staff, 
Eager ambition's fiery chase Isee ; 
I see the #rcting hunt <i€ noisy men 
' Burst law^s inclosure, leap the nieunds of right, 
Pursningy^aud porsu'd* each otherVprey ; 
As wolves for rapine, as the fox for wiles. 
Till deatli, that mighty hunter, earths them alL 

Why all this toil for triumphs of an hour? 
Miat tho' we wade in wealth or soar in fiiroe 
Earth's highest station ends in, *< here he lies ;" 
lud " dust to dust," concludes her noblest song, 
f this sang Hves, posterity shaH know 
^ne tho' in Britain bono^ with courtiers bfe<^ . 
♦ 
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Who thoQ^ e^enftold might come a day too ]al% 

Nor on his sabtle death-bed planned his sch^ae 

For fiiture vacancies in church or state^ 

iSome avocation deeming; it — to die ; 

Uobit by rage canine of dying rich ; 

Goilt^s bimider ! and the loudest laugh of Hel&t^ 

my coevals! remnants of yourselves! . 
Poor human ruins tott'ring o'er the grave t 
•Shdl we, shall aged men, Uke aged trees, y 

Stiike deeper their vile i;pot, and closer cling, 
Still more enamocup'd of this wretched soil ? 
Shall our pale withered hands be still stretdi'd eut^'. 
Tremblii^ at once, with eagerness and age ! ^ 
With av'rice, and convulsions, grasping b^rd^ 
Graspmg at air! for what has^ earth beside? 
Man wants but little, nor that litUe long : 
How soon must he res^ his very dust. 
Which frugal Nature lent him for an. hour ! . 
Years imexperiene'd rush on num'rons ill^ ; . 
And soon as man, expert from tirqe, has found 
The key of-life, it opes the gates (^death. \ . 

When in this vale of years I backward look. 
And miss such numbers, numbersioo, of such,. 
Fimier in health, and greenerin their age. 
And stricter on their gnard, and fitter far 
Toplayli^'s subtle game, I scarce believe 
IstiO survive* And am I fond of Mf^ 
Who scarce can tliink it possible I live? 
AKve by miracle ! or,whatisnext» 
Alive by Mead ! If I am still alive^. 
Who long have bury'd what gives Uife to Bve^ - 
'Firmness of nerve, and- energy of thiHight. 
life's lee 'is not more shallow than impure 
And vapid : Sense apd Reason shew the doo^ 
Call for my bier, and point me to the dust 

O thou gi-eat Arbiter of Jife and death 1 . 
Pfature's immortal, immaterial sun ! 
^Vbose all prolific beam late call'd me. forth 
f^rom daiiuiess, teeming darknes?, where I lay. 
Hie worms inferior ; and, in rank, beneath 
riie du5t I tread ons high to bear.my brow. 
To drink the sBiat.of tbe golttea qS*/,^ r^c^a\^ 
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AndlHamph m-existelice ; and conklst know 
No motive but mv bliss ; and hast ordain'd 
A rise in blessing T with the Patriarch's joy 
Thy call I fellow to the land unknown : 
I tnist in thee, and know in whom I trust: ' 
Or Hie or death is equal ; neither weighs ; 
All weight in this~0 let me live to thee! 

Tho* Nature's terrors thus may be represt. 
Still frowns grim Death; guilt pomts the hrranfs spesr. 
And whence all human guiltf From death forgot. 
Ah me! toolenglset at nought the swarm 
Of fiiendly warnings which around me flew, 
Andsmirdunsmitten. Small my cause to smile! 
Death's admonitions, like shafts upward shot, 
More dreadfnl by delay, the longer ere 
They strike our hearts, the deeper is their wonnd. 
O think how deep, Lorenzo ! here it stings ; 
Who can appease its anguish? How it bums ? 
What hand the barVd, envenom'd, thought con draw? 
What healing hand can pour the balm of peace. 
And turn my sight undaunted on the tomb ? 

With joy, — with ^tief, that healing hand I see : 
Ah! tooconspicuousi it is fix'd on high. 
On high? — what means my frenzy ? I blaspheme; 
Alas ! how low ! how far beneath the skies ! 
The skies it formed, and now it bleeds forme — 
But bleeds the bahn I want— jret still it bleeds f 
Draw the dire steel-^-ah no ! the dreadful bl^finng 
Mliat heart or can sustlun, or dares forego ? 
There hangs all human hope ; that nail supports 
The fiilling nniverse : that gone, we drop ; 
Horror receives us, and the dismahwish 
Creation had been smothered in her Wth — 
Darkness bis curtain, and his bed the anst ; 
When stars and sun are dust beneath uis throne! 
In heav'n itself can such indulgence dwell? 
O what a groan was there ? a groan not his : 
He seized our dreactfiil right, tl^ load sustained, 
And heav'd the mountain from a guilty world. 
A thousand worids so bou|^t, were bought too dear: 
Sensations new in angels Sosoms rise, 
JSo^od their soog, and make a i^a^^i^ bins.. , 
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O fist their song to readi my lofty thome! , 

Inspire me. Night ! with all t% tuneful ^theres, * 
Much rather thou who dost these sj^eres inqiure ! 
WhUst I with seraphs shareeeraphic themes^ 
And shew to men the dignity of mas. 
Lest I blaspbeme mj subject with my song. 
Shall Paj|an pW8 g^ow celestial flame, 
And Christian fan^nsh? On our hearts, not hetds, 
Ffdls the fouUn&my. My heart, awake : 
What can awake thee, uivwak'd by this, 
^ Expended Deity on human weaif " 
Feel the great truths which burse the tenfoM night 
Of heathen error, with a golden flood 
Of endless day. Tofeelistobefir*d; 
Aod to believe, Lorenzo, is to feel. 

Thou most indulgent, most tremendous Pow*r! 
Stilt more tremendous for thy wond'rous love ; 
That arms with awe more awful thy commands, 
And foul transgression dips in sevenfold guilt ; 
How our hearts tremble at thy love immense ! . 
In love immense, inviolably jost ! 
Thou, rather than thy justice should be stained. 
Didst stain the cross ; and, work of wonders far 
The greater that thy dearest far might bleed. 

Bold thou^t ! shall I dare speak it or repress P 
Should man more execrate or boast the guut 
Which rous'd such vengeance? which such loveinflam'dT 
0*er guilt ^bow mountauMtas!) with outstretched aims 
Stem Justice, and soft^miling Love, embrace, 
Sijpporting, infoH majesty, thy &rone, 
Tllien seem'd its majesW to need support. 
Or that, or man, inevitably lost : 
What but the fathomless of thought ctivine 
Could hibonrsuch expedient from despair. 
And rescue bot& ? Both rescue * both exalt 1 
Obow are both exalted by the deed? 
The wond'rous deed! orshall I callitaMNWf 
A wonder in Omnipotence itself! 
A mystery, no less to gods than men! 

liot tiius our infidel th' Etejmal dniw, 
A Ood all o*er consummate, absolute^ 
FaU orb'dy in ^ whole rowid of«ays conij^lete : 
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They set at odito HeaWs jattkijg aitiibiites^ 
And witti one exceflenc^, anbtb^ "ivoiind ; 
Makn heitr^'k peiferftSon, In-eak its eqnal beams^ 
Bid mercv^triwfiph' 6yet — God Umself, 
Undeify'd by their opprobrious praise : 
A God all mett^ is a Grod ihfijust. 

Ye brainless wts ! ye ba{^tiz*d infid^s I 
Ye worfe for lAendiA^ ! \^li'd to foufer stains % 
The ransom was paid doiiih^ ; the fund of heaven, 
Heav'n's inexhaustible, exhausted fbnd, . 
Amazing and amaz'd, poilr'd forth the price, 
Alldricebeyoi^: tho' curious to compufe. 
Archangels fiulM to cast the migjity sum : ,^ 
Its value vast ungrdsp'd by minds create, 
For ever hides and gIo\^ in the Supreme. 

And ^reis th^ ransom paid ? It was ; and paid 
(What cari exalt tiie bounty more ?) for you. 
The sun btihcild ft— No, the shocking scene 
Drove back his chariot: Midi^gfat veil'dbisfdcej ^. 
«Not such as tiiis, ndt such as Nature makes : 
A midnight Nature shuddered to behold ; 
A midnight new ! a dread eelipse (without 
Opposing spheres) from heS- Creator's frovi^n ! 
Sun ! di&t Adu fly tliV Maker's pain ? or start 
At that enormotis load of human guilt 
Which bow'd hisblessedhead, o'erwhelm'& his cross; 
Made grotm tiie centre, burst eairth'^ marble womb 
Witiipangs, strange pangs! delivered of her dead ? 
Hell howl'd ; and heaven that bonrlet fall a te^r : 
Heav'n wept, that mall might smile ! Heav'n bled; fl«* 
Mieht never die! [mai 

And is devotion virtuie ? "JRs compell'd. 
What heart of stone but glows at thoughts like these ? 
.£uch contemplations mount us, and should inount 
The mind still hi^^er, nor e'er glance on man 
Unraptur'd, iminflanrd: — Whfere roll my tHou^ts 
To rest froirt ti^O>lid)e¥S ! other wdnders rise*, 
And strike where'er theyrOlI: ray soul is cAught: 
lieav'n*s sov'reign blessings clnst'rmg fl'om the cross^ 
Rush on her inH thrOng, and close her round 
The pris*ner of aniajse !— In hfe blest !tfe 
I see the Jjdtllj atid in m deatR flie i»rl<^_^ 

Digitized by Google t 



THE CHRISTIAN TRIUMPH. 5^ 

And in his great ascent the proof sopreroe 
Of immoFt^ty. — And did he rise ? 
Hear, O ye Nations ! Hear it, O ye Dead ! 
He rose, he rose ! he burst the bars of death. 
Lift op yonr beads, ye everlasting gates, 
And pve the King of Glory to come in. 
Who is the King of Glory? He who left 
His throne of glory for the pang of death, 
lift up your heads, ye everlasting gates, 
And ^ve the King of Glory to come in. 
Who is the King of Glory ? He who slew 
Tie rav*nons foe that gorg'd all human raceF 
The Kingp^f Glory he^ whose glory fiU'd 
Heav'n with amazement at his love to man -, 
And with divine complacency beheld 
Powers most illnmin-'d wildefd in tlie theme. 

The theme, tlie joy, how then shall man sustain : 
Ob, the burst gates ! crush'd sting f demolish'd throne.- 
Last gasp! of vanquish d death. ShQut, earth and heav'oy 
This som of good to man ! whose nature then 
Took wing, and mounted with him from the tombv 
Then, then, I rose ; then first humanly 
Triomphant pass'd the crystal ports of light, 
(Stupendous ^est !) and seiz'd eternal youth, 
Seiz'd in our name. £*er since *tis blasphemous 
To call man mortal. Man's mortality t 
Was then transfer'd to death ; and heav'n^s durati^p 
Unalienably seai'd to this frail frame. 
This child cf dust— Man, all-immortal ! hail i 
ftdl, Heav'n, all lavish of strange gifts to man ! 
Thme all the glory, man's the boundless bibs. 

Where am I wrapt b}r this triumphant theme^ 
On Christian joy's exulting wing, above 
Th* Aonian mount l-r-AJas, small cause for joy ? 
What if to paia immortal ? if extent 
Of being, to preclude a close of woe ? 
Where, then, my boast of immortality ? 
I boast it still, tho' covered o'er wiHi guilt : 
For guilt, not innocence, his life he pour'd y 
Tis guilt alone can justify his death ; 
Not that, unless lus death can justify 
Helenting^ guilt in hea v'n's indulgent sigj^o [e 
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if, sick of folly, I relent, he writes 

My name in heav'n with that inverted spear 

(A spear deep-dip^d in blood !) which pierc'dhisside^ 

And opened there a font for all mankind, 

"Who strive, who combat crimes, to drink and live : 

This, only Ais, subdues the fear of death. 

And wnat is this ? — survey the wondrous cure, 
And at each step let higher wonder rise ! 
^' Pardon for u]finit»offence! and pardon 
* ** Thro' means that speak its value infinite ! 
*' A pardon bought vdth blood ! with blood divine! 
" With blo&d divine of him I made my foe! 
** Persisted to provoke ! tho' woo'd and aw*d, 
** Bless'd and chastis'd, a flagrant rebel still ; 
*' A rebel 'midst the thunders of his throne ! 
*< Nor I alone ! a rebel universe ! 
** My species up in arms ! not one exempt ! 
-** Yet for the foulest of the foul he dies ; 
*' Most joyM ft>r the redeem*d from deepest guilt J 
^* As if our race were held of highest rank, 
^' And Godhead dearer as more kind to man !" 

Bound ev'ry heart, and every bosom bum ! 
O what a scale of miiudes is here ! 
Its lowest rotlnd high planted oi> the skies ; 
Its tow'ring summit lost beyond the thought 
Of man or angel ! Oh that I could climb 
The wonderful ascent, witii equsd praise ! 
Praise! flow for ever (if astomshmedt 
"Will give thee leave) my praise for ever flow ; • 
Praiseardent, cordial, constant, to high hcav'n 
More fragrant than Arabia sacrific'd. 
And all her spicy mountains in a flame. 

So dear, so due to Heav*n, shall praise descend 
With^er soft plume <irom plausive angels wing 
First pluck'd by man) to tickle mortal ears, 
Thus diving in the pockets of tlie great ? 

[s praise the perquisite of ev'iy paw, 

rho* black as hell, that grapples well for gold ? 

3h love of gold, thou meanest of amours! 

Shall praise her odours vmste on virtue*s dead ; 
Embalm the base, periiime tibe stench of guilt. 
Earn dirtiy bread by crashing ftfaiqps flur; 
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RemoYing filthy ar sinkiog it from sight, ^ 

A scavenger in scenes^ where vacant posts 

Like gibbets yut untenanted, expect 

Their fiitnre ornaments? From courts and thrones 

Retom, apostate |Vaise! tbon vagabond ! 

Thooprostitute ! to tbyiirst love retnm ; 

Thy first, thy .greatest, onc&onrival'd theme. 

There flow redundant, like Meander Aow. 
Back to thy ^Kuitain, to that parent pow'r 
Who gives the tongue to sound, tiie thought to soar, 
The soul to be. Men homage pay to men ; 
Thoughtless beneath whose dreadful eye they bow^ 
In mutual awe profound, of day to clay. 
Of guilt to guilt, and turn their backs on thee, 
OreatSire! whom thrones celestial ceaseless sing^ 
To prostrate angels an amazing scene ! 
the presumption of man's awe for man !-- - 
Man's Author, End, Restorer, Law, and Judge I 
Thine, all ;'day thine, and thine this ^loom of night, 
With all her wealth, with all her radiant worlds^ 
What, night eternal, but a frown from tiiee? 
What heaven's meridian glory but thy smile? 
And sbiUl not praise be thine, nor human praise^ 
While heav'n's high host on hallelujah's live? 

O may I brea&e no lon^r than I breathe 
My soul in praise to HIM who gave my souJ, 
And all her infinite of prospect fair. 
Cat thro' tiie sha^ of hell, great Love ! by thee 
Oh roost adorable ! mostunador'd! 
Where shall that praise begin which ne'er should end? 
Where'er I turn, what claim on all applause ! 
How is Night's sable mantlelabour'd o'er. 
How richly wrou|^t wid) attributes divine ! 
What wudom shines ! what love ! This midnight pomp, 
Thb gorgeous arch, with golden worlds inlaid ! 
Bmit with divine ambition ! nou^t to thee ; 
For others this profusion. Thou, apart. 
Above, beyond, Oh tell me, mighty Mind ! 
Where art thou ?. shall I dive into the deep ? 
Call to the sun? or ask the roaring winds 
For their Creator? Shall I question Wud 
The thMder, if in that th' AUnighty dwcU^ 
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Or holds HE furioos storms in straiten'd rehas, 
And bids fierce whirlwinds wheel his rapkl car I 

What mean these questions !^-TremblingI retract ; 
My prostrate soul atloreslhe present God : 
Praise I a distant Deity ? He tunes 
My voice (if tnn*d) : tiie nerve that writes sustams: 
Wrapp'd in his beini^ I resound his praise : 
But tho' past all ditfus'd, without a shore 
His essence, local is His throne (ils meet) 
To gather the dispersed (as standards caU 
The listed from a^) ; to fix a point, 
A central point, collective of his sons, 
Since finite ev'ry nature but his own. 

The nameless HE, whose nod is Nature's birth. 
And Nature's shield the shadow of his hand ; 
Her dissolution, his suspended smile ! 
The great First-Last? )mvilion'd1ngh he sits 
In darkness from excessive splendor, borne, 
By gods unseen, unless thro' lustre lost 
riis glory, to created glory bright 
As that to centfal horrors : he looks down 
On all that soars, and spans immcnsi^. 

Tho' night unnumber'd worlds unfolds to vievi^ 
Boundless Creation ! what art thou ? a beam, 
A mere effluvium of his majesty. 
And shall an atom of this atom- world 
Mutter, in dust and shs, the theme of heav'n? 
Down to tlie centre should I send my thonghty 
Thro' beds of glitt'ring ore and glowing gems, 
Tlieir beggar'd blaze wants lustre for my lay -, 
Goes out in darkness : if on tow'ring wing, 
I send it thro* the boimdless vault of stars, 
niie, stars, tho' rich, what dross their gold to Thee,* 
Grea^t, good, wise, wonderful, eternal King ! ) 
If to these conscious stars thy throne aroimd, 
?raise ever-pouring, and imbibing bliss, 
\od ask their strain ; they want i^ ipore they want, 
Poor their abundance, humble their sublime, 
Languid their energy, their ardor cold : 
Indebted still, their highest rapture burns, 
S1;ort of its marky defective, tho' divine. 

Still more-- this theme is man's, and raan'a fttose> 

Digitized by Google 



THE CHRISTIAN TRIUMPR ti 

Their vast appointmenfs reacb it not ; tiiey see 
On earth a boiioty not indnig'd on high. 
And downward look for heav'n*s superior praise ! 
First-born of Ether! high in fields of light I 
View man, to see the glory of your God ! 
Corfd angels envy, they had envy*d here : 
And some did envy: and the rest, tho' gods. 
Yet still geds unredeemed (there triumphs man, 
Tempted to weis^ Itie dust against the skies) 
lliey less would feel, tho' more adorn my theme* 
They sui^ creation (for in that they shared ;) 
How rose in melody that cliild of Love ! 
Creation*s great superior, man ! is thine; 
Thine is Redemption : they just gave th6 key, 
Tis thine to raise and eternize the song, - 
Tho' human, yet divine ; for should not this 
Baise man o*er man, and kindle seraphs here ? 
Redemption ! 'twas creation more sublime ; 
Redemption! *twas the labour of the skies : 
Far more than labour — it was death in heav'n, 
A trutli so strange, 'twere bold to think it true, 
If not fur bolder still to disbelieve. 

Here pause and ponder. Was ihffre death in heav'n ? 
What then on earth ? on earth, which struck the blow? 
Who struck it ? Who? — O how is man enlargd. 
Seen thro* this medinn) : How the pigmy tow'rs! 
How counterpois'd his origin from dust! 
How counte]^ois*d to dust his sad return ! 
How vokled his vast distance from the skies ! 
How near, he presses on the seraph's wing ! 
Whidi is the seraph ? Which the bom of clay ? 
How this demonstrates, thro' the thickest cloud 
Of guilt and clay condens*d, the Son of Heav*n ! 
The doable Son ; the made, and the re-made! 
And shail Heav'n's double property be lost? 
Man's double madness only can destroy. 
Toman the bleeding Cross has promised all ; 
The bleeding Gro;98 has sworn eternal grace. 
Who gave his Ufe, what grace shaU he deny ? 
O ye; who from tliis rock of a^es leap, 
Apci*» tcs, plunging headlong m the deep \ 
Whatcordiai joy, whatconsolation strongi 
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Whateyer winds arise, or billows roll, 
Our intVest io the IVj^ter of the storm ! 
Cling there, and ia wrecked Nature's rqin smile. 
While vile Apostates tremUe in a calm. 

Man, know thj^etf: all wisdom centres there. 
To none man seems ignoble bnt to man. ^ 

Angels that grandeur, men o'er look, admire : 
How long shall human nature be their book, 
D^en'rate mortal ! and unread by thee ? 
The beam dim reason sheds shews wonders tiiere : 
What high, contents ! illustrious faculties I 
But the grand comment, which displays at full 
Our human height, scarce sever'd from divine, 
By heav*n.compos*d, was published on the Cros^ 

Who looks on that, and sees not in bims«If 
An awfiil stranger,, a terrestrial God ? 
A glorious partner with the Deity 
In that high attribute, immortal life ? 
If a god bleeds, he bleeds not for a worm. 
I gaze, apd as I gaze my mountingsonl 
Catches strange 6re, Eternity I at tiiee,, 
And drops the world — or, rather, more enjoys. 
How chang'd the face of Nature ! how improv'd I 
What seem*d a chaos, shines a glorious world; 
Or, whaf a world, an Eden ; be^ten'd 8dl ! 
It is another scene, another self I 
And still another, as time rolls along. 
And that a self £ir more iUustrious still. 
Beyond long ages, yet roird up in shades 
Unpierc*d by bold co^Jectore's keenest ray, 
What evolutions of surprising fete I 
How Natbre opens, and receives my soul 
In boundless walks of r^tur'd thought ! where gods 
Encounter and embracfHoe! What new births 
Of strange adventure, foreign to the sun ; 
^^ere what now charms, perhaps wl^e'er exists, - 

1 Time, and fair creation, are forgot ! 

8 this extravagant? of man we form 

ravagant conception to be just: 

iception unconfin'd wants wmgs to reach him l 

^ond its reach the Godhead only more. * 

the grea( Fatiier I kimUed at one fiam« 
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The woridofrationab; one ^irit pouted 
From spirit*8 awfuifoaBtain ; pomr'd Mmself 
Thro' aU their sonl^s but not an equal stream j 
Profuse,^ or frugal, of th' inspiring God, 
As his wise plan demanded ; fuid when past 
Their various trials, in tiieir various spheres, 
IT they continue rational, as made, 
Resorbs them all into himsdf agtun, 
His tbrone their centra, and his smile their crown. 

Why doubt we. then, the gloriona^uth to sing, 
Tho' yet unsang;, as deemed, perhaps, too bold ? 
Angels are men of a superior kind -, 
Angels are men in lighter habit <;lad, 
Hi^, o*er cdestisd mountains wing*d in flight ; 
And men are angels, loadM for an boor, 
Who wade this miry vide, and cKmb with pain, 
And slipp'ry step, the bottom of the steep. 
Ao|eIs their failmgs, mortals bare their praisfe ; 
While here, of corps efbereaHf such enroH'd, 
And summon'd to the glorious standard soon. 
Which flames eternal crimson thro*the sKies ; 
Nor are our brothers tbougfatless of their kin. 
Yet absent ; but not absent from their love. 
Michael has fought our battles ; Raphael sung 
Our triumphs ; Gabriel On our errands flown, • 
Sent by the SOVEREIGN : and are these, O man, 
Thy friends, thy warm aOies ? and thou (shame burn 
The cheek to cinder !) rival- to the brute ? 

Religion's all. Descending from the skies 
To wretched man, tlie goddess in her left 
Holds out this world, and in her right the next. 
Religion ! the sole voucher man is man -, 
Supporter sole of man above himself; 
Ev'n m this night of fVailty, change and deaths 
She gives the soul a soul mat acts a god. 
Religion! Providence! an after-state ! 
Here is firm footing ; here is soHd rock ; - 

This can support us ; all is sea besides : « 
Sinks under us ; bestorms, and then devours. 
His band the cood man listens on the skies, * ^ 
And bids earth roil, nor feels her icHe whirl. 

As when a wrefch, from tiikk poUuted air^ 
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Darkness, and stench, and suffocating damps, 
And don^n-horrort, by kind fate dxschaT^'d^ 
Clinibs some Mr eminence, where ether pure 
Surrounds him, and Elysian prospects rise,. 
His heart exults^ his spirits cast their load,. 
As if new-bom he triumphs in the chan^ ! 
So joys the soul, when fr(»B inglorious aims 
And sordid sweets from feculence and frotbj^ 
Of ties tert^trial, set at large, she mounts 
To Reason*s rc^on, her own element. 
Breathes hopes immortal, and affects the skies. 

Rdigion! thou the soul of happine^ 
And, groaning CalvaiT, of thee, there shine 
The noblest truths ; tnere strongest motives sting; 
There sacred violence assaults the soul ; 
There nothing but cempulsiou is forbonk 
Can love allure ns ^ or can ^rror awe I 
He weeps !-^the faUing drop puts out the siuir. 
He si^ ! the sigh ear&*s.deep foundation snakes. 
If in his love so terrible, what then 
His wrath inflam'd ?. his tenderness on fire ? 
like soft smooth oil, ontblazing other fires ? 
Can pray*r, can praise avert it? — Thou, ray all V 
My theme ! my inspiration ! and my crown ! 
My strength in agej my rise in low estate ! 
Mv sours ambition, pleasure, wealth ! my world! 
Wf light in darkness ! and my life in dea& I 
Bly boast thro' time ! bliss tm-o- eternity ! 
Eternity, too short to speak thy praise, > 
Or fathom thy profound of love to man! 
To man. of men the meanest, ev'n to. me -,. 
My sacrifice ! my God !-^what tilings are these ! 

What then art Thou? By whatname shall I call theei 
Knew I the ribne de?out archangels use. 
Devout archangels should the name eq|oy. 
By me nnrivaird ; thousands more sublime. 
None half so dear as that which tho' unspoke. 
Still glows at heart. O how omnipotence 
ts lost inlov^ ! thou great PHILANTHR0PI3T ! 

^ather of angels ! but the friend of man ! 

ikeJacob,fondestofthe younger bom! * 

^uA who didst save him. snatch thesmokiog brand ' 
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From ont the flames, and qoendrit in thy blood ! 
How art ttioa frfeasM by bounty to distress ! 
To make us groan beneath our gratitude. 
Too big for birth 1 to &vour and confound^ 
To challenge, and to distance all return ! 
Of lavish lOve stupendous heights to soar, 
And leave praise panting in Ibe distant vale ! 
Thy right too great deminds thee of thy due. 
And sacrilegious our snblimestsong. 
But since the naked will obtains thy smite, 
Beneath this monument of praise unpaid, 
And future life sympfaonious to my strain, 
(That noblest hymn to Heav'n !) for ever ^i^ 
Intomb'd my fear of death ! and ev'ry fear. 
The dread of ev'ry evil but Iby frown. 

Whom see I yonder so demurely snrile ? 
Laughter a biboor, and might break their resti . 
Ye Quietists, in homage to the skies ! 
Serene ! of soft address! who mildly make 
An unobtrusive tender of your hearts, 
Abhorring violence ! who halt indeed ; 
BQt,for the blessing, wrestle not with Heav'n ! 
Think you my song too turbulent ? too warm ? 
Are passions, then, the pagans of the soul } 
ReaBon alone baptiz'c) I alone ordain'd 
To touch things sacred > Oh for warmer still ! 
Guilt chilb my zeal, and age benumbs my pow'rs : 
Ob for an humbler heart and prouder song ! ^^ 

THOU, my much-hijinr*d theme ! vnth that soft eye^ 
Which melted o'er cioom'a Salem, deign to look 
Compassion to the coldness of my breast, 
And pardon to the winter in mv strain. 

Oh ye cold-hearted, frozen formalists! 
Oo such a theme *ti8 impious to be cafanf^ 
Passion is reason, transport temper, here. 
Shall Heav'n, which gav^ us ardour, and has 8hevw 
Her own for man so strongly, not disdaip^ 
What smooth emolUentsin theology. 
Recumbent virtue's downy doctors prei^, 
That prose of piety, a lukevrarm praise > 
Kise odpon^weet from inceme uninflamM ?« 
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DcTOtion, idieiiiiiketfaniiy is un^eYoai ; 
Bat when it'^lowi, its hest is struck <to heaven , 
To human hcirtther gcJden harps are strung ; 
WA. Heav'p's orchestra -ehants Amen to man. 
Hear I, or dream I hear, their distant strain, 
Sweet to the soul and lasting strong of heav^n^ 
Soft wafted on celestial Pity'a plumey . 
Thro* the vast qiaces pf the umverse. 
To cheer me in this melancholy gloom ^ 
Oh when will death (now stingle^) tike a friendy 
Admit me of their choir? Oh when will death 
This monld'ring old partition-wall throw down? 
Give beings, one in nature, one ahode ? 
Oh deatii divine] that giv'st us to the skies ! 
Great future ! glorious patron of the past' 
And present, >idien shall I thy shrine adore ^ 
From Nat«re*s continent immensely wide^ 
Immensely blest, this little isle of life. 
This dark incarcerating cofcmy 
Divides us. Happy day thai breaks our chain ! 
That manumits ; that caUs from exile home ; ' 
That leads to Nature's great metropolis, 
And re-aiimits us, thro' the guardian hand ' 
Of elder brothers, to our Father's thcone. 
Who hears our advocate, and thro' his wounds 
Beholdmg man, allows that tender name. 
'Tjf^this makes Christian triumph a command ; 
' s makes joy aduty to be wise. 



'TO impious in a good man ^ be sad. 

Seest thou, Lorenzo^ where hangs all our hope I 
TduchM by the cross we live, or more thiin die ; 
That touch which touch'd not angels; morediiane 
Than that which touch'd confusion into ^roi^ 
And darknes^nto glory : partial touch ! 
Inefiably pre-eminent regpard ! 
Sacred to man, and aov'reign thro* the i^ote 
Long golden chain of mirades which hangs 
From heav'n through all duration, andaupports 
In one ilfustf^Mis and amazmgptoii, jc^ 

Thy welfare, Nature, and thy God's renown ; . 
That touch, with charm celestiid^heals the 4miI . V 
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DiieasUi, driyes pain from guilt, lights life in death, 
Toms earth to heaven, to heav*!!]^ thrones transforms 
The ghastly mins of the fDealdting tomb. 

D^t ask me when f When he who dy*d retams ; 
Retoms, how chang'd! where then the man of woe? 
To gloiy's terrors all the God-head bams, 
And all bis courts exhausted by the tide - 
Of deities triumphant in his train, 
Leave a stupendous solitude in heav'n ; 
Replenished soon, replemsh'd with increase 
Of pomp and multitude ; a radiant band 
Of angete new, of angels from the tomb. 

Is this by fancy thrown remote > and rise 
Dark doubts between the premise and event ? 
I send thee not to volumes for thy cure ; 
Read Nature; Nature Is a friend to truth ; 
Nature is Christian ; preaches to mankind,^ 
And bids dead matter aid us in our creed. 
Hast thou ne*er seen the comet's flaming flight 1 
Th' illustrious stranger pa^itig, terror sheds 
On gazins nations from his fiery train. 
Of Teneth enormous, takes his ample round 
Thro' depths of ether ; coasts unnumber'd world^, 
Of more than solar glory ; doubles wide 
HeavVs mighty cape ; and then re-vtsits earth, 
Fh>m the long travel of a thousand years. 
Thus at the destinM period shall return ^^ 

He, once on earth, who bids the comet blase ; ^B 
And withMm, all our triuaiph o*er the tofeib. "" 

Nature is dumb on this im|$ortant polbt, 

isper breathes : 
en adders hear, 
k again. 

te gulfof «eath, 
ore cannot shun, 
m the farther shore. 
Faith removes, 
n man and peace. 
i,andab8Aes, 
he guiltless tomb. 
'«< Reason bids, 
her sacred 8^^ . 
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Nor sbait tiMm walit a rmi) intfaj^ flane : 
Ail-sacred Reasonf sonrce and toal «f all 
Demanding praise on eartb, or earth above ! 
My heart is thine : deep in its imfoest folds 
live thon with hfe; live dearer of the two. 
Wear I the blessed cross, by Fortune stamp'd 
On passive Nature before Tfaonght was bom ? 
My bhth^s blind bigot! fir'd with local zeal ! 
No ; Reason rebaptiv'd me when adult; 
Weigli'd true and false in her impartial scale ; 
My heart became the convert or my head,' 
And made that choice which once was bat my fati* 
^ On argument alone my £uth is built :" 
Reason pursued is ihith ; and unpwrsu'd^ 
Where proof invites, *tis reason then no more ; 
And such our proof, that, or our iakb is ri^t. 
Or reason lies, and Heaven design'd it wrong. 
Absolve we this ? what then is blasphemy ? 
Fond as we^ire, and justly, fond of faith. 
Reason, we grant, demands oar first regard t < 

The motlier -hononr'd, as the daughter dear* 
Reason the root, fair Faith is bat the flow'r : 
The fading flowV sliall die, but Reason lives 
Immortal, as her faUier in the skies. 
"V^lien faitil is virtue, reason makes it so. 
Wrong not the ChrisMi : think not reason yoiss £ 
'^s reason our great Master h<rfd» so dear ; 
'flveason's ii^ar'd rigl^s his vnath reseats; 
'TIs reason's^iee eb^'d^ Ips ^ories crown : 
To give lost r4llon life, he p^ar*d his owil. 
Believe, and shew the reasoMf a man ; , 
Believe, and taste the plaasnre of a god ; 
Believe, and look with triumph on the toftK 
Thro* reason'tf^ounds alone thy Jiith can die > 
Which dying, ten-fold terror giv^s to death^ 
And dips in irenem hia twice-mortal sting. 

Learn hence what honours, what load paians da.^ 
To those who pisb onr antidote aside •, 
hose boastilfrieods to reason and to man^^ 
^hose fatal love stebs every joy, and leaves 
death's terror heighten'd gnawvu; at his h»sa%. 
hese poii|)oiis^ sass of. tetidin^laolit'd,* 
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And Yilify*d at once ; of reason dead, 

Then^deify'das-sioiiarchs-were of old -, 

What coiuloct plants pioud laurel&on their brew T 

While love 4»f truth thro' all their camp resounds, 

Ihey draw Piide's curtain o'er the noon^tide ray, ' 

Spike op their inch of reason on the point 

Of philosophic wit, call'd Argument, 

Aad then exultingin their tsiper, cry, 

*^ Behold tbe-siin f* and,'Indian-iike,.adore« 

Talk they of morate ? O thoo- bleeding L^ve ! 
Thou maker of new morals to mankind i 
Hie grand morality is love of Thee.' 
As wise as Socrates, if sach they were, 
r^or will they 'bate of tbataoblime renown) ^ 
As wise as Socrates,migfat justly stand 
The^defiuition of a mo&m fool. 

A Christian is thehigheststyleof man. 
And if there who the blessed cross wipes off. 
As aifoul blot, from his-dishononr'd brow ? 
If angels ti«»ble^ *tis atsuch a sight : 
The wretch they quit, desponding of their charge) 
More stpuck with grief or wonder^who call tell ? 

Ye sold to sense ! ye citisens oCearth ! 
(For such alone tlie Ghristian^ banner fly) 
Kuow ye bow wise your choice, how great your gaiQ. 
Behold the picture of earth's happiest man : 
** He calls l*is wish, it comes ; be sends it back, 
" And says be call'd another ; that arrives, ^ 

^* Meets tbe-same welcome ; yetstill he c%Us on ; 
*^ Till one calls hini, who varies not his call, 
'' But holds him fast, in chains of darkness bound, 
^' Till Nature dies, and judgment sets him free : 
** A freedom far less welcome than his chain." 

But grant man happy ; grant him happy * 
Add to life's highest prize her latest hour ; 
That hour, so late, is nimble in approach, 
That, like a post, comes on in full career. 
How swib the shuttle flies that weaves thy 
Where is the fable of thy former years ? « 
Thrown down the gulf of time ; as far/ron 
As tliey had ne^er been thine ; the day in lis 
like a bird struggling to ge^ loose, is going 
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* Scarce now poitesi'd 80 mcldeidy 'tis gone ; 
An4 each swift moment fled, is death advaoc'd 
J^ strides as swift Eternity is all ; 

- And wbose eternity ? who tnomphs ^lere t 
Bathing for ever in the Ibnt of bliss ? 
Forever basking in the Deity ! 
Lorenzo, who ? — thy conscience shaD reply. 

O give it leave to speak ; 'twill speak ere lotgy 
Thjr leave^nask'd *. Lorenzo, hear it now. 
While nseful its advice,, its accent mild. 
By the great edict, the divine decree:, 
Truth is deposited with man's last hour ; 
An honest hoQr,^and iaithfiil to her trust ; 
Truth, eldest dau^ter of the Ddty ! 
Truth of his council when he made the worlds f 
Nor less, when he shall judge the worlds be made ^ 
Tho* silent long, and sleeping ne'er so sound, 
SmotherM wiliherrors^ and oppress'd with toys, 
That heaven commis»on'd hour n» sooner calls,. ' , 
But from her cavern in the souPs abyss. 
Like him they table under /Etna whelm*d. 
The goddess bursts in thunder and in flame,. 
Iioudly convinces, and severely pains, s 
Dark daemons I discharge,.and hydra^stings-;. 
The keen vibration of bnfjtd truth — is heU ; 
Just definition 1 tho' by schools untaught. 
Ye deaf to truth, peruse this parson'd page^ 
And trust, for once, a prophet and a priest, : 

^ Men may live fools^ but fools thej^ cannot die^ 
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Lorenzo r torecrimmaleis^jiut 
fondness for fime isafarice of air. 
I grant the man IB ¥aui who writes for praise. 
Praise no man e'er deserv'dy who soui^t no mo?c» 

As jost thy second charge. I grant the muse 
Has ofte0 blash*d at her degenerate sons. 
Retained by sense to plead tter filthy cause. 
To raise ^eiew^ to- magnify the mean. 
And subtilize the gross into refiu'd; i 

As if to magic numbers powerful charm 
Twas given to make a civet of their soi^ 
Obscene, and sweeten ordure to perfume- 
Wit, a true Pagan,, deifies the brute. 
And lifts our swine-ei\ioyraents from the mire. 

Hie fiict notorious, nor obscure the cause. 
We wear the chains of pleasure and of pride : 
These share tde man, and these distract him too ; 
Draw dii^'ent way^aad clash in their commands.. 
Pride, like an eagle^ builds among the stars ; 
But Pteasoie, lariL-uke, nests upon the ground. 
Joys shared by brute creation Pride resents 
Pleasure embraces : man would both enjoy, 
And both at once a point how hard to gain ! 
Sot what cait'tWitjWiiai stung by strong desicf 
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Wit dares attempt this anduoos enterprise. 
Since joys of sense can*t rise to Reason's taste, 
In subtle Sophistry's laborious forge, 
Wit hammers oat a rea^n neyfy that stoops 
To sordid scenes, and meets them with applanse. 
Wit calls the Graces the chaste sone to loose -, 
Nor less than a plump god to (ill the bowl : 
A thousand phantoms, Iknd a thousand spells, 
A thousand opiates scatters to delude. 
To fascinate, inabriate,|av,asl^p. 
And the fool'd ntund delightfully confound. 
Thus that which shock' d the jucligment shocks no more; 
That which gave Pride Oiifeiice no more ofiends. 
Pleasureand Pride, hy natqre portal foes, 
At war eternal which in num shall reign, 
By Wit's address patch np a fatal peace. 
And hand-in4iand lead on the rank debaudk, 
From rank, refin'd to delicate and gay. 
Art, cursed Art ! wipes off th* indebted blush 
From Nature s cheek, and bronses«v'ry shami^. 
Man smiles in Ruin, glories in his gnflt, i 

And Infiunv stands camtidate for praise. 

All writ by man in favour of the soul, I 

These sensual ethics far, in bolk,tnuMcend, 
The flow*rs of eloquence profhsely pour'd 
O'er spotted Vice, fiU half the letter'd world. 
> Can pow'rs of genius exerciBe4lieir page, • I 

And consecrate enormities with song^ 
But let not these inexpiable strain^ 
Condemn the muse that knows her difloity. 
Nor meanly stops at time, but holds me winid 
As *tisj ih Nature*s a^ple field, a point, 
A point in her esteem ; fh>m wh^e to start, j 

And rim the round of universal space, • ' 

To visit beings universal there, | 

And being's source, that utmost flight of mind ! I 

Yet spite of this so vast circumference, i 

Wellknowsbutwhatismoral, nought is great ' { 

Sing Syrens oijly f do notang^ sing ? 
There is in Poesy a decent pride. 
Which well becomesher when she speaks to^ Ptoi^j 
Her younger sisteri hi^ly not more wise. 
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Tbink'Bt tlum, Lorenzo, to ^nd pastimes here'? 
No eutlty passion blown into a fianie, 
No foible flattered, di^^ty disgraced, 
No fairy field of Action, all on flower, 
No tmjibow colours here, or silken tale ; 
But solemn counsels, ims^es of awe, 
Trudis whicb Etemi^ lets fall on man 
With double weight, thro' these rerolving spheres, 
This death-deep silence, and incumbent diade ; 
Thongbts such as shall re-yisit your last hour, 
Vjtituncaird, and live when li& expires ; 
itSd thy dark pencitv Midnight ! darker still 
lo melancholy dipp^, embrowns the whole. 

Yet this, even this, my laughterJoving fneods^ 
Lorenzo ! and thy brothers m the smile ! 
If what imports you most can most engage. 
Shall steal vour ear, and chaio you to my song. 
Or if y6u &il me, know the wise shall taste 
The truths I sing ; the truths I sing shall feel, . 
And, feeling, give assent ; and their assent 
Is ample recoinpense ; is more than praise* 
But chiefly thme, O Litchfield ! nor mistake ! 
Tiibk not imintrodnc'd I force my way ; 
Nardssa, not unknown, not unallay'd 
By virtue, or by blood, illustrions^onth f 
To theefinsm blooming amaranthine bowers, 
Mliere all the language Harmony, descends 
Uncall'd, and asks admittance for the muse : 
A muse that will not pain thee with thy praise : 
Thy praise she drops, by nobler still inspired. 

O thou, blest Spuit ! whether the supreme, 
Great antemundane Father ! in whose breast 
Embryo creation, unborn being, dwelt. 
And ah its various revolutions roH'd 
Present, tho* futr re, prior to themselves ; 
Whose breath can blow it into nought again, 
Or from his throne some delegated powV, 
\Vlio, studious of oiu* peace, dost turn the thought 
From vain and vik, to solid and snbUmel 
I^tfseen thou lead*st me to delicious draughts 
Of inspiration, from a purer stream, 
And fuller of the God than that which burst 
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JFrom fam'd Castidia ; nor is yet allay'd 
My sacred thirst, tho* long my soul has rang'd 
Thro* pleasing paths, of moral and divine^ 
By these sustained and lighted by the stowT 

By them best lighted are the paths of thought; 
Nights are their days, their most iUomirfd hours! 
By day the soul o'erbome by life's career, 
Stunn'd by the din, and giddy with the glare. 
Reels for from reason, jostled by the tlu-ong. 
By day ttie soul is passive, all her thoughts 
Impos'd, precarious, broken, ere mature. 
Bv night, from objects free, from passion cool. 
Thou^itsuncoBtroPd, and unimpress'd, the burths 
Of pore election, arbitrary range, 
Not to the limits of one world confin d. 
But from ethereal travels l%bt on earth, 
As voyagers drop anchor for repose. 

Let Indians, and the gay, like Indians^ fond 
Of feathered fopperies, the sun adore ; 
I>arkn§ss has more divinity for me; 
It strikes thought inward ; it drives back the sottl 
To settre on herself; our point snpr^e ». 
There lies our theatre-, there sits our judge. 
Darkness the curtain drops o'er life's dull scene > 
'TIS the kind hand of Providence stretch'd out 
Twixt man and vwaity v 'tis Reason's reign. 
And virtue's too j these tutelary shades 
Are man',s asylum ftom tiie tainted throng. 
Kight is the good man's friend, and guardian to». 
It no less rescues virtue than inspires. 
Virtue, for ever frail as fair, below. 
Her tender nature suffers in the crow'd. 
Nor touches on the world without a stam. 
The world's infectious -, few bring back at eve. 
Immaculate, the manners of the mpm. 
^mething we thought is blotted; weresolyd„ 
Is shaken ; we renounc'd, returns again. 
Each salutation may slide in a sin 
Unthought before,, or fix a former flaw. 
Noris it strange; light, motion, concourse, no^s 
aIii scatter us ibroad. Thought, outward-bound. 
Neglectful of our hoHae-«ffi*yrs>mes off 
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In fiune and disdpation, quits her ebarge. 
And leaves the breast un^rded to the toe. 

Present eitampleget^ within ow guard. 
And acts with double force, by few repelf'd. 
Ambition fires ambition ; love of gain 
Sfaikes, like a pestilence ; from bieast to breast: 
Riot, pride, perfidy, blue vapours breathe, 
And inhumanity is caught from man. 
From smiliDg man ! a slight, a Mingle glance. 
And shot at random, often has brought home 
A 6udden fever to the throbbing heart 
Of envy, rancour, or impure desire. 
We see, we hear, with peril ; safety dwe}]» 
Remote from multitude. The world's a school 
Of wrong, and what proficients swarm around ? ' 
We must or imitate or disapprove ; 
Must list as their accomplices or foes : 
7%a^ stains our innocence, ^Ai^wonnds our peace. 
From Nature's birth, hence, Wisdom ha* been smit 
With sweet recess, and languisfa'd tor the shade. 

This sacred shade and solitude what is it? 
Tii the felt presence of the Deity. 
Few are the faults we flatter when alone. 
Vice sinks in her allurements, is ungilt. 
And looks, like.otber objects, black by nkht. 
By night an atheist half believes a God. 

Night is feir Virtue's immemorial friend. 
The conscious moon, thro' ev'ry distant age, 
Ifas held a lamp to Wisdom, and let fall. 
On Contemplation's eye her purging ray. 
The fam'd Athenian, he who woo'd fro» heaven 
Philosophy the fiiir, to dwell with men, 
And form their manners, not inflame their pride,' 
While o'er his head, as fearful to molest 
His lab'ring mind, the stars in silence slide. 
And seem aJl gazing on their future guest. 
See him soliciting lus ardent suit 
la private audience ; all the live-long night. 
Rigid in tboaght, and motionless he stands. 
Nor quits his theme or posture till the sun 
(Rnde dmnkard ! rising rosy from the main^ 
Disturbs his aobi^ ittteUectual beam, ^ . , 
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And gives him to the tumult of tlie world. 
Hail, precious moments ! stol'n trom the Mackwaitt 
Of murder'd time ! auspiciotto Midnight ! hail! 
The woridexduded, ev'ry passi^Tn bosh'd, 
And open'd a calm intercourse with Heav'n, 
Here the sdiil sits in cowscil/ponders past, 
Predestines fiitm« actions ; sees, not feels, 
Timiultuous life, and reasons wkh the stonn ; 
All her lios answers, and thinks doWn her ehamik 

What awful joy ! what mental liberty! 
I am not pent in darkness ; rather say 
(If not too bold) in darkness Fm embowered. 
Delightful gloom ! the clustering thoughts around 
Spontaneous rise, and blossom in the sliade, 
But droop by day, and sicken in the sun. 
Thought borrows light elsewhere ; . from thatfirst ftv, 
Fountain of animation ! whence descends 
Urania, my celestial guest! who deigns 
Nightly to visit me, so mean ; and now, 
Conscious how needful discipline to man. 
From pleasing dalliance with the charms of night, 
My wand'riug thought recalls, to what excites 
Far other beat of heart, Narcissa's tomb ! 

Or is it feeble Nature calls me back, 
And breaks my spirit into grief again? 
Is it a Stygian vapour in my blood? 
A cold slow puddle creeping thro* my veins?. 
Or is it thus with all men? — ^Thus vrith aU. 
What are we? how uneaual ! now we soar, 
And now we sink. To be the same transcends 
Our present prowess. Dearly pays the soul 
For lodging ill ; too dearly rents her clay. 
Reason, a baffled counsellor ! but adds 
The blnsh of weakness to the bane of woe. 
The noblest spirit, fighting her hard fiite 
In tliis damp, dusky i-egion, charged with storms, 
But feebly flutters, yet untaught to fly ; 
Or, flying, short her flight, and sure her fall : 
Our utmost strength, when down, to rise again, 
And not to yield, tho' beaten, all our praise. 

^Tis vain to seek in men for more than man. 
Tho* proud in promise, big in previous thought^ 
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Experience damps <mr triumph. I, vrho late 
JSoierging from the shadows of the grave, 
Where grief detain'd me pris'ner, mounting high, 
Threw wide the gates of everlasting day, 
And call'd mankind to glory, shook off pain, 
Mortality shook off, in ether pure. 
And struck the stars, now feel my spirits fail; 
They drop me from the zenith ; down I rush, 
like him wham &ble fledg'd with waxen wings^ 
In sorrow drown'd — but not in sorrow lost. 
How wretched is the man who never moum'd ! 
I dive for precious pearl in sorrow's stream : 
Not 80 the thoughtless man that only grieves, 
Takes all the torment, and rejects the gain. 
(Inestimable ^in) and gives Heav'n leave 
To make him but more wretched, not more wise. 

If wisdom is our lesson ^and what else 
Ennobles man ? what else have angels leam'd ?) 
Grief! more proficients in thy school are made, 
I1ian genius or proud learning e'er could boast. 
Voracious learnmg, often over-fed, 
Digests not into sense her motley meal. 
This bookcase, witli dark booty almost bursty 
Tim forager on others windom, leaves 
Her native farm, her reason, quite untilVd. 
With mixt manure she surfeits the rank soil, 
Dang'd, but not dress'd, and rich to beggary : 
A pomp untameable of weeds prevails : 
Her servant's wealth incumbered Wisdom mourns. 

And what says Grenins? ' Let the dull be wise.' 
Genius ; too hard for right, can prove it wrong, 
And loves to boast, where blush men less inspired, 
It pleads exemption from the laws of sense, 
Considers reason as a leveller, 
And scorns to share a bles!«ing with the crowd 
That wise it could be, thinks an ample ckuui 
To glory, and to pleasure gives the Test. 
CrassQs but sleeps, Ardelio is undone. 
Wisdom less shudders at a fool than wit.- 

But wisdom smiles, when humbled mortals 
When sorrow wounds the breast, asploughs tli 
And hearts obdurate feel hei soft'mi^ showlt^ 
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Her seed celestial, then, ^d ^wisdom sows ; 

Her golden harvest triinnphs in the soil. 

If so, Narcism, welcome my relapse ; 

111 raise a tax on my calamity, 

And reap rich compensation n*om my pahi. 

Ill range the plenteous intellectual &kl, 

And gather ev'ry thought of sov'reign pow*r 

To chase the moral maisulies of man ; 

Thoughts which may bear transplanting to the skiefl, 

Tho* natives of this coarse penurious soil; 

Nor wholly wither there where seraphs sing, 

Refin'd, exalted, not annulPd, in he9T*n : 

Reason, the sun, that gives them birth, the same 

In either clime, tho* more illustrious there. 

These choicely cu4l'd, and elegantly ranged 

ShaU form a garland for Narcissa's tomb. 

And peradventure, of no fading flow^ 

Say, on what themes shall pnzzWd choice descend^ 
^ Th' importance of contemplating the tomb ; 
** MTiy men decline it : suicide's foul birt|l ; 
*^ The various kinds of grief ; the faults of age ; 
'* And death's dread character-— invite my song.'' 

And, first, th' importance of our enc^snrv^'d. 
Friends counsel qmck dismission of our grief 
Mistaken kindness ! our hearts' heal too soon. 
Are they more kind than He who struck the Wow? 
Who i)id it tlo his errand in our hearts, 
And banish' peace, till nobler guests arrive, 
And bring it back a true and endless peace f 
Calamiti^ are friends: as glaring day 
Of these unnumbered lustres robs onr sight, 
Prosperity puts out unnumber'd thoughts 
Of import high, and light divine to man. 

The man bow btess*d, who, sick of gaudy scenes, 
(Scenes apt to thrust between us and ourselves !) 
ts led by choice to take bis iav'rite wa!k 

^neath Death's gloomy, silent, cypress shades, 

ipiere'd by Vanity*8 mntastic ray; 

•read bis monuments, to weigh his dust, 

nt his vaults, and dwell among tiie tombs ! 

renzo, read with me Narcissa*s stone ; ' 

arcim was thy <av'rit«> let us cf^ftgie 
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HermoRd stone ; few doctors preach so well ; 

Few orators so tenderly can touch 

The feeling heart. What pathos in th^ date ! 

Apt words can strike ; and yet in them we see 

nint i mages of what we here enjoy. 

What cat»e have we to bnild on length of life ? 

Temptations seiae when fear is laid asleep, 

And ill forboded is our strongest gnard. 

See from her torah, as from an homble shrine, 
Troth, radiant goddess ! salUes on my soul, . 
And pnts Deltt&n*s dusky train to ^gfit : 
Dispelb the mist our snlti^ passions raise 
From objects low, terrestrial, and obscene^' 
And shows the real estimate of tilings, 
Which no man, nnafflicted, ever taw ; 
Pails off the veil from Virtue's rising charms ; 
Detects temptation in a thousand lies. 
Troth bids me look en men a^autumn leaves. 
And «U they bleed for as the summer's dust 
Driv'O by the whirlwind : lighted by her beams, 
I widen my horizon, gain newpow*rs« 
See things uivibible, feel tlunss remote, 
Am present with futurities ; think nougiit 
To man so -foreign as the joys possess'd ; 
Nought so much his as those beyond the grave. 

No folly keeps its colour in her sight ; 
Pale world y wisdom loses air her charms; 
la pompous promise fW>m her.scheme« profound, 
If future fate she plans^ 'tis all in leaves, 
like Sibyl, unsubstantial fleeting bliss! 
At the first blast it vanishes in air. 
Not 60 celestial : Wouldst thou know, Lorenzo, 
How difler worldly wisdom and divine P 
Just as the wamngand the waxingmoon i 
More empty worldly wisdom ev'ry day ; 
And ev'ry day more fair her rival shines. 
When later, there*8 less time to play the fool. 
Soon our whole term for wisdom it expir'd, 
Thou know*st she calls no council in tlie grave) 
And everlafitifig fool is writ in fire. 
Or real wisdom wafts us to the skies. 

As worldly schemes resemble f 
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The good man's days to Sibyl'l books compare, 

(In ancient story read^ thou knovr'st the tale) 

In price stilt rising as m number less« 

Inestimable quite his final hour. 

For that who thrones can offer, ofier thrones ; 

Insolvent worids the purchase cannot pa^. 

*' Oh let me die his death !" all nature cries. 

*< Then live his Ufe.*'--All nature falters there ; 

Our great phydcian duly to consult, 

To commune with the grave, Our only cure. 

What grave prescribes the best ?-A friend's ; and yet 
From a friend's grave how soon we disengi^! 
Ev'n to the dearest, as his marble, cold. 
Why are friends ravish'd from us P 'Tis to bind, 
By soft Affection's ties on human hearts 
The thought of death, which reason, too supine, ' 
Or misempldy'd, so rarely fastens there. 
Nor reason, nor afiection, no/ nor both 
Combin'd, can break the witchcrafts of the world. 
Behold th' mexorable hour at hand ! 
Behold th' inexorable hour forgot ! 
And to forget it the 6bief aim of life, 
TIio' well to ponder it is life's chief end. 

Is deatli, tliatever-threat'ning, ne'er remote, 
That all-important, and that only sure, 
(Come when he will) an unexpected guest? 
Nay, tho' invited by the loudest calls 
Of blind imprudence, unexpected still, 
Tho' num'rous messengers are sent before. 
To warn bis great arrival. What the cause, 
The wondrous cause, of this mysterious ill? 
All heav'n looks down, astonish'd at the sight. 

Is it tliat lite has sown her joys so thick 
We can't thrust in.a single care between ? 
Is it that Life has such a swarm of cares, >, 

The tliought of death can't enter for the throng? 
^s it that time steals on vdth downy feet, 

[or wakes indulgence from her golden dream?- 

'o-day is So like yesterday it ch^ts:- 

7e take the lying sister for the same. 

life glides away, Lorenzo, like a brook, 

'orevercbsyogH]^, oopercdv'd tl^ei'*' — 
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h the same brook none ever bath'd him twice; 

To tlie same life none ever twice awoke, 

We call the brook the same ; the same we think 

Our Ufe, iho' still more rapid in its flaw, 

Nor mark the mirch irrevocably laps'd, 

And mingled with the sea. Or shall we say 

(Retaining still the brook to bear iis on) 

That life is like a vessel on the stream? 

In life cmbark'd, we smoothly down the tide* 

Of time descend, but not on time intent; 

Amns'd, unconscious of the gbdim; wave. 

Till on a sudden we perceive a sliirck ; 

We start, awake, look out; wliat see we there? 

Our brittle bark is burst on Charon's shore. 

Is thisi the cause death flies all human thonghjt? 
Or is it judgment, by the will struck blind, 
That domineering mistress of the soul ! 
Likehun so strong by Daiilah the fair? 
Or is it fear turns startled reason back 
Prom looking down aprecipice so steep? 
Tb dreadful, and the dread is wisely placU 
By Nature, conscious of the make ot man. 
A dreadful friend it is, a terror kind, 
A Oaming sword to guard the tree of life. 
By that unaw'd, in life's most smiUng hour 
The good man would repine ; would sufier joys,. 
And bum impatient for his promis'd sides. 
, The bad, on each punctilious pique of pride^ 
Or gloom of humour, would ^ve rage the rein. 
Bound o'er the barrier,, rush mto the dark. 
And mar the scenes of providence below. 

What groan was tliat, Lorenzo? Furies, rise. 
And diown, in yom' les^ execrable yell, 
Britannia's shame. There took her gloomy flighty 
On wing impetuous, a black sullen soul, 
Blasted from hell with horrid lust of death. 
Thy friend, the bjuve, the gallant Altamont, 
So caird, so thought,— ami then he fled the fields 
I/ess base the fear of death than fear of lile. 
O Britain! infamous for suicide! 
Aa island, in thy manners, far disjoin'd 
F^om thc^'hole. world of rationals besiile.!' . - 
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In anibieit waves phmge thy pottated head, 
Wash the^dtre stain, nor shock the continent 

But tfaoa be shocked while I detect tilie cause 
Of self-assault, expose the nM>n8ter'tf^birth, 
And bid abhorrence hiss it round th6 world. 
Bfaime not thy chme, nor chide the distant sun ; 
The sun is innocent, thy clime absolved ; 
Immoral climes kind Nature never made, v 
The cause I sing in Eden might prevail, 
And proves it is thy folly, not thy fate. . 
The soul of man (let num ia homage bow 
Who names his soul) anative of the skies ! 
High-born and free, her freedom should maintain, 
Unsold, nnmortgag'd for earth's little bribes. 
Th' illittUious stranger in this foreign kmd, 
^like sttangers jealous of her dignity, 
^Studious of home, and ardent to return, 
Of earth suspicions, eartii's inchanted cup 
With cool reserve Kght touching, should indulge 
On immortality her godlike taste ; [there. 

There take lai^ draughts ; make her diief banquet 

But some reject this sustenance drdne ; 
To beggarly vile appetites descend. 
Ask ahns of earth for gueste that came from heav'D; 
Smk into slaves, and sell for present hire 
Their ricih reversion and (what dmres' its fiite) 
Their native freedom to the prince who sways 
This nether world ; and when his payments fail, 
When his fbul basket gorges tiiem no more. 
Or their palVd palates loathe the basket full, 
Are instantly, with wild demoniac rage. 
For breaking all the chains of Providence, 
And bursdng their confinement, tho' last barr'd 
By laws divine' and human ; guarded strong 
With horrors doubled to defend the pass. 
The blackest. Nature, or dire guilt can raise, 
And moated round with fiithomiess destruction, 
Sure to receive, and whelm them in their fkH. 

Such, Britons, is the cause, to you unknown, 
Or, worse, o'eriook'd, o'erlook'd by magistrates. 
Thus crumnals themselves. I grant the deed 
Is madness, but tiie madness &f the heart, 
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And what is that? Our ntroostbomul of guilt. 

A sensual unreflecting life is big 

With monstrous birt£ and suic&e, to crown 

The black infernal brood. The bold to break 

Heav'n's law supreme, and desperately rush 

Hu-o' acred Nature's murder on their own, 

Because they never think of death, they die. 

Tis equally man*s duty, glory, gain, 

At once to shun and meditate his end. 

When by the bed of languistmient we sit, 

(The seat 4>f wisdom ! if our choice^ not fete) 

Or o'er our dying friends in anguish hang, 

Wipe the cold dew, or stay the sinking head, 

Number their moments, and in ev'ry dock 

Start at die voice of an eternity ; 

See the dim lamp of life just leebly lift 

An agonizing beam at us to i^e. 

Then sink again,* and quiver into death. 

That oKMt pathetic herald of our own ; 

How read we such sad scenes ? As sent to man 

In perfect vengeance I No, in pity sent, 

To melt him down, like wax, and then impress. 

Indelible, death's image on fa«s heart, 

Bleeding for others, trembling for himself. 

We bleed, we tremble, weforget we smile. 

The mind turns fool before the cheek is dry. 

Our quick returning folly cancels all, 

As the tide rushing rases what is writ 

In yielding sands, and smooths the letter'd shore* 

Lorenzo, hast thou ever wei;i;h'd a sigh ? 
Or study 'd the philosophy of tears ? 
(A science yet uulectur'd in our schools) 
Hast thou descended deep into the breast 
And seen their source? if not, descend with me. 
And trace these brinv riv'lets to tlieir springs. 

Onr fun'ral tear^, n'om different causes rise : 
As if from separate cisterns in the soul. 
Of various kinds they tiow. From tender hearts'. 
By soft contagion caird, some burst at once, 
Aod stream obsequious to the leac^ig eye: 
Some ask more time, by curious art cUstiifd. 
Some hearts, in B^cre| hard* unapt to mdt» , 
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Sitnick t>y tiie magic of the public eye, 
like Moses' smitten rock, giisb out amaio : 
Some^weep to share the fame of the dece^d. 
So high in merit, and to them so dear : 
They dwell on praises whicii they think they sfaare^ 
And thus, without a blnsh, commend thembelves. 
Some mourn in proof that something they could love: 
lliey weep not to relieve their grieff but ihew. 
Some weep in perfect justice to the dead, 
As conscious all their love is in arrear. 
^ome mischievously weep, not unappriz*d, 
Tears sometimes aid the conquest of an eye. 
IV^ith what address the soft Ephesians draw 
Their sable net-work o'er entangled hearts! 
As seen tliro' crystal, how their roaes glow, 
While liquid peai-l runs trickling down their cheek! 
Of hers not prouder, Egypt's wanton queen, 
Carousing gems, herself dissolved in love. 
Some weep at death, abstracted from the dead. 
Add celebratAlike Charles, their own decease. 
By k(nd construction some are deem'd to weep, 
Because a decent veil conceals their joy. 

Some weep in earnest, and yet weep in vain ; 
As deep in indiscretion as in woe. 
Passion, blind passion ! impotently pours 
Tears that deserve more tears, while Reason sleeps, 
Or gazes, like an ideot, unconcerned, 
Not comprehends the meaning of the storm ; 
Knows not it speaks to her, and her alotfe. 
Irrationals all sorrow ki-e beiteath, 
That noble gift ! that privilege of man ! 
.From sorrow's pang, the birth of endless joy ; 
But these are barren of that birth divine : 
They weep impetuous as the summer storm. 
And full as short ! the cruel grief soon tam'd. 
They make a pastime of the stingless tale ; 
FsLV as the deep-resounding knell, they spi-ead 
'^he dreadful news> and hardly feel it more { 

) grain of wisdom pays them for their woe. 

flalf round the globe, the tears ptinip'd up by deatk 

e spent in wat*nng vanities of life ; 

making folly flourish sti!l4no|e iatr. . 
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When the sick mxA, her wonted stay withdrawn; 
Reclines on earth, and sorrows in the dust, 
Instead of learning there het tme support, 
Tho' there thrown down her true support to learn. 
Without HeavVs aid, impatient to be blest, 
She crawls to the next shrub or bramble vile, 
Tlio' from the stately cedar's arms she fell ; 
With stale foresworn embraces clings anew, 
The stranger weds, and blossoms, as before, 
In all the fruitless fopperies of life ; 
Presents her weed, well fancy'd, at the ball. 
And rafSes for tlie death's head on the ring. 

So wept Anrelia, till tlie destin'd yontii 
Stept in with his receipt fof making smiles, 
And blanclung sables into bridal bloom. 
So wept Lorenzo fair Clarissa's fate. 
Who gave that angel boy on whom he doats ; 
And dy'd to give him, orphan'd in his birtli ! 
Not such, Narcissa, my distress for thee ; 
ni make an altar of tJty sarced tomb. 
To sacrifice to Wisdom. — What wast thou? 
" Young, gay, and fortmiate !" Eacrh yields a theme : 
I'll dwell on each, to shun thought more severe ; 
(Heav'h knows I labour with severer still!) 
I'll dwell on each, and quite exhaust thy death. 
A soul without reflection, like a pile 
Without inhabitant, to ruin runs. 

And, first, thy youth : what says it to grey hairs? 
Narcissa, I'm. become thy pupil -now, — 
Early, briglit, transient, chaste, as morning dew. 
She sparkled, was exhal'd, and went to heav'n. 
Time on this head has snow'd, yet still tis borne 
Alof^, nor thinks but on another's grave. 
Coyer'd with shame 1 8j>eak it, age severe 
Old worn-out vice sets down for virtue fair; 
With graceless gravity chastising yonth, 
That youth chastis'd surpatoingm a fault, 
Father of all, forgetfulness of death ; 
As if, like object^ pressing on the sight, 
Death bad advanc'd too near us to be seen: 
Or tliat life's loan time ripen'd into right. 
And men might plead i^i^cription fr^ ^^tc 
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Deathless, from i^etitkui of reprieve. 
Deathless? &r from it! such are dead already ; 
Their hearts are bury'd, and the world their grave. 
. Tell me, some god ! my guardian ange!, ten 
Mliat thus iniatuates? what enchantment plants 
The phantom o£ an age 'twixt us and deatii. 
Already at the door? He knocks ; we hear him, 
And yet we will not hear. What mail defends 
Our untonch'd heart ? what miracle turns off 
The pointed thought, which from a thousand qmm 
Is daily darted, ami is daily shunn'd ? 
We stand, as in a battle, throngs on throngs, 
Around us foiling^ wounded oft ourselves ; 
Tho' bleeding with oor wounds, immortal still '• 
We see Time's furrows on another's brow. 
And Death intrendi'd, preparing bis assault : 
How few themselves in that just mirror see ! 
Or, seeing, draw their inference as strong ! 
There Death is certain ; doubtful here : he must, 
And soon : we may, within an age expire. 
Tho' grey our heads, our thoughts and aims are green! 
Like damag'd clocks, whose l^nd and bell dissent ; 
Folly sings six, while Natnre points at twelve. 

Absurd longevity ! More,nioi'e, it cries: 
More hfe, more wealth,* more tradi of ev'ry kin4 
And wherefore mad for more, virhen relish rails^ 
Object and appetite must club for joy: 
Shall folly labour hard to mend the bow. 
Baubles, I mean, that strike us from without. 
While Nature is relaxing ev'iy string? , 
Ask Thought for joy ; grow rich, and hoard withiin. 
Think you the soul, when this life's rattles cease, 
Has nothing of more mcuily to succeed f 
Contract the taste immortal ; learn e'en now 
To relish what alone subsists hereafter. 
Divine, or none, henceforth, your joys for ever. 
Of age the glory is, to wish to die : 
That wish is praise and promise ; it uplands 

?ast life, and promises our future bhss. 

•Vhat weakness-see not children in their sires t 

>rand-c]imactericai absurdities ! 

jhrey-hair'd authority, to faolt% of^youtb 
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How shocktnf ! it mokes foHy ffuice a fool ; 
And our first chUdbood might ow last des^se, 
Peace and esteem is aU Aat a^ am hope : 
Nothing bat Wisdom gives the first ; the h»t 
Nothing hut the leptite of being wise. 
Folly bars both : our nf^ k quite nndone. 

What folly can be nmker? like onr shadowy 
Onr wishes lengthen as onr sim decHnes. 
No wish shoidd loiter, then, tins side the grave. 
Onr hearts should leave the world before the kndl 
Calls for oor carcasses to mend the soil 
Enough to live in tempest, die in port ; 
Age £oold fly coneoorse, coTer in retreat 
Defects of judgment, and the will's snbdne ; 
Walk thou^tfttl on the sUent solemn shore 
Of that vast ocean, it most sail so soon, 
And put good works on board, and wait the wind 
That shortly blows us into worlds unknown : 
If unconsidered, too, a dreadftd scene ( 

All should be prophets to themselves : fi:>resee 
Their future &te : their futive iate foretaste : 
Hiis art would waste the bitterness of death. 
The thought of dealh alone the fi^H- destroys : 
A disafiection to that precious thought 
Is more tiian midnight darkness e» the seul^ 
Which sleeps beneath it on a precipice, 
Purd oflf by the first blast, and lost for ever. * 

Dost ask, Lorenzo, why so wivmly prest 
Bv repetition hammered en thine ear. 
The thought of death ? That thought is the machine. 
Hie grand raachhie, that heaves us from thfe dust» 
And rears us into men! That thought p\fd home^ 
Win soon reduce the ghastly precipice 
(Veihanginghell, will soften the descent. 
And gently slope our passage to the grave. 
How warmly to be wished? what heart of flesh 
Would trifle with tremendous ? dare extremes f 
Yawn o*er the fktt of infinite ? what tebid. 
Beyond flie blackest brand of censure bold, 
rTo speak a language to<T well known to thee) 
Would at a moment give its alt to chance, 
And stamp the die fOTwi eternity? ^ . 
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Aid me, Narcissa! aid me to keep pace 
With Destiiiyy.and ere her ^ssors cut 
Mv thread of life, to break this tougher thread 
Of moral deatii, that ties me to tlie world. 
Sting thou my slumb'rmg reason to seud forth 
A thought of observation on the foe ; 
To sally, and survey the rapid march 
Of his ten thousand messengers to man : 
Who, Jehu-like, behind him turns them all. 
All accident, apart, by Nature sign'd 
My warrant is gone out, tho' dormant j^et ; 
Perhaps behind one moment lurks my fate. 
Must I then forward only look for death ? 
Backward I turn mme eye, and find him there* 
Man is a self-survivor ev'ry year. 
Man, like a stream, is in perpetual flow. 
Death's a destroyer of quotidian prey : 
'My youth, my noon-tide, his ; my yesterday ; 
The bold invader shares the present hour. 
Each moment on the former shuts the grave. 
While man is growing, life is in decrease. 
And cradles rock us nearer to the tomb» 
Our birth is nothing but our death begun. 
As tapers waste that instant they take fire. 

Shall we then fear, lest that should come to pass^ 
Which comes to pass each moment of our lives? 
If fear vve must, let that death turn us pale 
AVhich njurders strength and ardor ; what remains 
Should rather call on Death, than dread his call 
Ye partners of my fault, and my decline ! 
Thoughtless of death but when your neighbour'skoeU 
(Rude visitant) knocks bard at your dull sense, 
And with its thunder scarce obtains your ear ! 
Be death your theme in ev'ry place and hour ; 
Nor longer want, ye nM>nuraental Sires, 
A brother tomb to tell you, you shall die. 
That death you dread, (so great is Nature's skill f) 
inow you shall c^urt before you shall ei^joy. 
But yon are leam'd ; in volumes deep you sit; 
a wisdom shallow : Pompous ignorance 1 
^ould yon be still more learned than the leam'd ? ' 
<eam well to know how much need not be kuo\iiu I 
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And what that knowledge vrindi impairs yonr sense. 

Onr needful knowledge, like our neediiil food, 

Unhedg'd, lies open in l^e's common field, 

And bids all welcome to the vital feast. 

Yoo scorn what^es befbre yon in the page 

Of nature and experience, moral tmtfa ! ' 

Of indispensable, eternal frtiit! 

Fruit on which mortals feeding, tnm to gods ; 

And dive in science for distingiiish*A names, 

Dishonest fomentation of yonr pride, 

Siokingin virtne as yon rise in fame. 

Yoor learning, like the lunar beam, affords 

light, but not heat ; it leaves yon nndevont, 

Frozen at heart, white speculation shines. 

Awake, y^ curious indagators ; fond 

Of knowing all, but what avadls you known. 

If you would learn Death's character, attend. 

All casts of conduct, all degrees of health, 

All dyes of fortune, and all dates of age, • 

Together shook in his impartial urn, 

Come fbrth at random ; or, if choice is made. 

The choice is quite sarcastic, and insults 

Ail bold conjecture and fond hopes of man. 

What countless multitudes Uot only leave, 

Bnt deeply disappoint us, by their deaths ! 

Tbo' ffreat our sorrow, greater our surprise. ' 

like other tyrants. Death delights to smite, 
What smitten, most proclaims the pride of pow'r, 
And arbitrary nod. His joy supreme, 
To bid the wretch survive the fortunate ; 
The feeble wrap th* athletic in his shroud ; 
And weeping fathers build their children's tomb : 
Me thine, Narcissa !— What tho' sliort tiiy date ? 
Virtue, not rollmg suns, the mind matures. 
That life is loug which answers life's great end. 
That time that bears no fruit deserves no name. 
The man of wisdom is the man of years. 
In hoary youtli Methusalems may die ; -^ : 

O bow misdated on their flattering tombs ! 

Narcissa*s youth has lectur'd me tims far 
And can her gayety give counsel too ? 
That, like ^e Jcw*s &mM oracle of S^h 
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Sparkles instruction ; such as throws new li^t. 
And opens more the character of Death, 
111 known to thee, Lorenzo, this thy ?aunt! 
*^ Give Death his due, the wretched and the old; 
^* £v*n iet him sweep his rubbish to the grave"; 
" Let him not violate kind Nature's laws, 
^* But own man born to live as well as die." 
Wretched and old thoii giv'st him : ^oung and gay 
He takes ; and plunder is a tyrant's joy. 
What if I prove, " The farthest from the fear 
" Are often nearest to the stroke of fate r 

All more than common, menaces an end. ' 
A blaze betokens brevity of life, • ; 

As if bright embers should emit a flame. 
Glad spirits sparkled from Nardssa's eye, • 
And made youth younger, and taught Ufe to live. 
As Nature's opposites wi^^e endless war. 
For this ofihice, as treason to the deep 
Inviolable^tupoc of his reign, 
"Where lust and turbulent ambition, sleep, . 
Death took swift vengeiuice. As he life deteste. 
More life is still more odious : and reduced 
By conqu^t aggrandizes more his po w'r. 
But wherefore aggrandized? by HeavVs decree 
To phmt the soul on h^ eternal guard. 
In awfiil expectation of our end 
Thus runs* Death's dread commission ; '< Strike, botso^ 
'' As most alarms the living by the dead.'' 
Hence stratagem delights him^and surprise, 
A cruel sport with man's securities. 
Not simple conquest, triumph is bu aim ; 
And where least lear^d, there conquest^triumphsmost 
This proves jn^ bold assertion not too bold. 

What are Jus arts to lay our fears asleep f 
Tiberian arts his purposes wrap up 
In deep Dissimuhition's darkest night, 
^ike princes nnconfess'd m foreign courts, 
Hio travel under cover, Deatii assumes 
"he name and look of ike, and dwells among ns; 
le takes all shapes that serve liis black designs : , 
i'ho' master of a wider empire far 
.lum thato^ which thf Roman Eagle flew; 
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like Nero, he's afidler, charioteer ; 
Or drives hi*) phaeton in female guise ; 
Quite nnsospected, till the wheel beneath 
His disarr^^ oblation he devours. 

He most effects the formi; least like himself, 
His slender self: hence burly corpulence- 
Is his ilimiliar wear, and sleek disguise. 
Behind the rosy bloom he loves to lurk, 
Or ambush in a smile : or, wanton, dive 
Id dimples deep : Love"^ eddies, which draw ill 
Uowaiy hearts, and sink them in despair. 
Snch on Narcissa*s conch be loiter'd long 
Unknown, and when detected, still was seen 
To smi! e ^ such peace haailnnocence in death ! 

Most happy they! whom least hi* arts deceive. 
One eye on oeath, and onefiiU fix'd on heav'n. 
Becomes B mortal aiid immortal man. 
Long on his wiles a piou^d and jealoiis spy, 
I've seen, or dreamed I saw, the tyrant dress, 
lay byhi8hori*or8, and pot on his smiles. 
Say, muse, for thou remember'st, call it back. 
And shew Lorenzo the surprising scene ; 
If' twas a dream, his genius can explain. 

Twas in a circle of the gay I stood ; 
Death would have entered ; Nature poih'd him back ; 
Sllpported by a doctor of renown; 
fifis point he gain'd ; then artfully dismissed 
The sage ; for Death designed to be concealed. 
He gave an old vivacious usurer 
Hie meagre aspect, and his naked bones ; 
lo gratitude for flumping up hb prey, 
A pampered spendthrift, whose fantastic air, 
Well-mshion'd figure, and cockaded brow, . 
He took in change, and underneath the pride 
Of costly linen tuck'd hislilthy shroud. 
His crooked bow he strai^ten'd to a cane. 
And hid hU deadly shafts in Myra's eye; 
The dreadful masquerader, thus eq[nipp*d, 
Outsallieii on adventure^. Ask you where ? 
Where is he not? For his peculiar haunts ' ' 

Let this suffice ; sure as nijjbt follows day. 
Death treads m pleasure's iroopJte|»8 tq^^^ wpr:- 
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When Pleasure treads the paths which Reason diotift 
When against Reai^on Riot shuts the door. 
And Gkiyety supplies the place of Sense, 
Then foremost) at the banquet and the ball. 
Death leads the dance, or stamps tiie deadly dye; 
Nor ever fiuU the midnight bowl to" crown. 
Gaily carousing to hu gay compeers^ 
Inly he laughs to see them laughathim, 
As absent &; and when the revel burns, 
When Fear isbanish'd, and triumphant Thou^t, 
Calling for all the joys beneath the moon, 
Against him turns the key, and bids him sup 
With their progenitors — ^he drops his mask, 
Frowns out at rail ; tiiey stail, despair, expire. 
Scarce with more sudden terror and surprise 
From his black niaiik of nitre, touch'd by nre, 
He bursts, eiqiands, roars, blazes, and devours. 
And is not this triumphant treachery, 
And more than simple conquest in the fiend? 

And now, Lorenzo, dost thou wrap thy soul 
In soft security, because unknown 
Which moment is commissioned to destroy ? 
In death's uncertainty thy danger lies 
Is death uncertain? therefore thoubefix'd^ 
Fix'd as a centinel, all eye, all ear^ 
All expectation of the coming foe. 
Rouse, stand in arms, nor lean against thy speat, 
Lest slumber steal one moment o'er thy sonl^ 
And Fate suiprise thee nodding. Watch, be strong : 
Thus give each day the merit and. renown 
Of dying well, tho' doom'd but once to die. 
Nor let lite's period, hidden (as from most) 
Hide, too^ from thee the precious use of life. ^ 

Early, not sudden, was Narcissa's &te : 
Soon, not sui*prising. Death his visit paid: 
Her thought went rorth to meet him on his way, 
Vor Gayety forgot it was to die. 
[lio' fortune too (our third and final theme) 
Ls an accomplice, play'd her gaudy plumes, 
Lud ev'17 glitt'ring gewgaw, on her sight, 
l'o dazzle and debauch it from its mark. 
)eatU'8 dreadfiil advent is the 1 
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And eveiy tiHHigbt that misses it is bitnd. 

Fortune, widi Youth and Gaiety conspn-'d 

To weave a triple wreath of haf^f^ne^s 

^If happiness on earth) to o-own her brow ; 

And'could Death charge thro' such a shining shield I 

That shining shield invites the tyrant's spear. 

As if to damp our elevated aims^- 

And strongly preach humility to man. 

how portentouK is prosperity ! 

How, comet-hke, it threatens wliile it shines; 

Few years but yield us proof of Death's ambition, 

To cull his victims from the fairest fold. 

And sheath his shafts in all the pride of life. 

When flooded with abunc^M^e, purplied o'er 

Vfith recent honors^ blooffd with ev'ry bliss, 

Set up in ostentation, made the gaze. 

The gaudy Centre of the public eye ; 

When Fortune, thus, has toss'd her child in air, 

Snatch'd from the covert of an humble state. 

How often have I seen him dropt at once, * 

Our morning's ^nvy ! and our evening's ngh ! 

As if her bounties were the signal giv'n. 

The flow'ry wreath, to mark the sacrifice, 

And call death's arrow.« on the de^tin'd prey. 

High fortune seems in cruel league with Fate. 

Ask you for what? To give his war on man 

The deeper dread, and more illustrious spoil ; 

Thus to keep daring mortals more in awe. 

And bums Lorenzo still for the sublinie 

Of life? to hang his airv nest on high. 

On the slight timber of the topmost bough. 

RoeX'd at each breeze, and menacing a fail r 

Granting grim death at equal distance there. 

Yet peace begins Just where ambition ends. 

What makes man wretched? happiness deny'd ? 

Lorenzo ! no, 'tis happin&ss disdain'd. 

She comes too meanly dress'd to wm our smile, 

And calls herself Content, a homely name -, 

Our flame is transport, and content our scorn, 

Ambition turns, and ^utsthe door against her, 

Andxveds a toil, a tempest in her stead ; , 

A tempest to warm trao^ort near of kin. 
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tJokiiowtDg fflal oar mortal state admitg 
life's modeBt joys we miii wbite we rabe. 
And all oar ecstasies are wounds to peace ; 
Peace, the fnl! portion of mankind below. 

Ana since tfay peace is dear, ambitious Youth f 
Of fortmie fond las thoughtless of thy fate! 
As late 1 drew Death's picture, to stir up 
Thy wholesome fears, now, drawn in contrast, see 
Oay Fortnne*s, thy vain hopes to reprimand. ; 
See, high m air tiie sportive goddess hangs, 
Unlocks her ca«ket, spreads her glitt'ring ware, 
And calls tbe giddjr winds to puff abroad 
Her random tK»unties o'er the gaping throng. 
All rush rapacious ; friends o^er trodden friends. 
Sons o'er tiieir fiitbers, solojects o'er their kings, 
Priests o'er their «>ds, and lovers e'er the £iir, 
(Still more tidor'a) to snatcbthe golden sbow'r. 

Gold glitters most where virtue shines no more. 
As stars from absent suns have leave to shine. 
O what a precious pack of votaries, 
Upkennell'dfrom tbe prisons and the stews, 
Pour in, all op'ning in their idol's praise! 
All, ardent, eye each vrafture of her band^ 
And, wide-expanding their voracious jaws,. 
Morsel on morsel swallow down unchew'd, 
Untasted, thro' Quad appetite for more ;. , 
Gorg'd to the throat, yet lean and rav'noos still : 
Sagacioutf all to trace the smallest game, 
And bold to seize the greatest. If (blest chance I) 
Court-zephyrs sweetly breathe,, they launch, they Sj 
O'er just, o'er sacred, all-forbidden ground^ 
Drufi^ widi the burning scent of place or pow'r, 
Staunch to the foot of Lucre till tiliey die. 
Or if for men you take them, as I mark 
Their manners, thou their various fates survey. 
With aim mismeasur^d, and impetuous speed. 
Some, darting, strike tbeir ardent wish far ol^ 
Thro' fury to possess it: some succeed, 
(ut stumble and let fall the taken prize, 
'rom some, by sodden blasts 'tis whirFd away, 
Jid lodg'd in bosoms that ne'er dream'd of gaiB*^ 
To some it sticks so close, thut ^en torii off^ 
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Tom is the man, and mortal ii ttsB woirad. 

Some, o'er-enamour'd of their bags, run mad, 

Groan under gold, yet weep for want of brej|4 

Together some (unhappy rivals!) seize, 

And rend abundance into poverty ; 

Loud croaks the raven of the law, and smiles ; 

Smiles too the goddess ; but smiles most at (hose 

(Jfest victims (^exorbitant desire !) 

Who perish at their own request, and vrhefan'd 

Beneath her load of lavish grants, expire. 

Fortune is famous for her numbers slain ; 

The number small which happiness can bear. 

Tho» various for awhile their fetes, at last 

Okie curse involves them all ; at death^s approach 

An jaead their riches backward into loss, 

And moom, in just proportion to their store. 

And Death's approach (if orthodox my song) 
Is hastened by the lure of Fortune's smiles. 
And art tfaon still a glutton of bright gold ? 
Aodart thdu still rapacious of thy ruin? 
Death loves a shining mark, a signal blow; 
A blow which, while it executes, alarms, 
And startles thousands with a single fell. 
As when some stately growth of oak, or pine, 
Which nods aloft, and proudly spteads her shade, 
The sun's defiance, and the flock's defence, 
By the strong strokes of lab'ring hinds subdu'd, 
Lound groans her last, and, rushing f^om her height 
In cumb'H)us niin thunders to the ground ; 
The conscious forest trembles at the shock. 
And hill, and stream, and distant dale resound. 

These bigh-aim'd darts of death, and these alone. 
Should I collect, my quiver would be full j 
A quiver which, suspended in mid air, 
Or near heaven's archer,^ in the zodiac, hung^ 
f So could it be) should draw the public eye^ 
The gaze and contemplation of mankind 3 
A constellation awful, yet beilign. 
To guide the gay thro' life's tempestuous wave, 
Norsiiffer them to strike the common rock ; 
** From greater danger to grow more^secure, ^ 
** And> vnaptin happxnes«> forget theirfate.'-' 
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Lysander, hapf^ptet the common lot. 
Was wam'd of dauger, but too gay to fear. 
He woo'd the fair Aspasia : she was kind : 
In youth, form, fortune, fjwue, they both were blesi'd 
All who knew 6nvy'd ; yet in envy lov'd ; 
Can Faiko^ form more finish'd happmess? 
Flx'd was the nuptial hour. Her stately dome 
Rose on the sounding beach. The gtitt'riog spires 
Float in the wave, and break against the shore : 
So break those gtitf rung shadows, human joys. 
The iaithless morning amil'd : he take# his leave 
To re-embrace, in ecstasies, at eve. 
The rising storm forbids. The news ariives ; 
Uqtojd she saw it in her servant's eye. 
She felt it seen (her heart was apt to feel) 
An^drownM, withotit the furious ocean's aid, 
In suffocating sorrows shares his tomb. 
Now round Ihe sumptuous bridal monument 
The guilty billows mnocently roar. 
And the rough sailor passing, drops a tear. 
A tear? — can tears suffice ? — but not for me. 
How vain* our efforts ! and our arts how vam ! 
The distant train of thought I took, to shun. 
Has thrown me on my fate. — ^These dy'd together; 
Happy in ruin ! undiyorc'd by death ! 
Or ne'er to meet, or ne'er to part, is peace* — 
Navtissa, Pity bleeds at thought of thee ; 
Yet thou wast only near me, not myself. 
Survive myself ?— that cures all other woe, 
Nardssa Uves ; Philander is forgot 
O the soft commerce ! O the tender ties, j 

Close twisted with tlie fibres of the heart ! ] 

l^hich broken, break them, and drain off the soul .j 
Of human joy, and make it pain to live. — ^" 
And is it then to live ! when such friends part, 
Tis the survivor dies. — My heart ! i^o more. 
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PREFACE 

TO 

THE INFIDEL RECLAIMED. 



KEW ages have been deeper in dispute aboatrel^ioAy 
tiian this. The dispute about religion, and the practice 
I of it, seldom go together. The shorter therefore the 
dispute the better. I think it may be reduced to this 
, single question, Is Man Immortal, or, U henot ? Ifhe is- 
not, all our disputes are mere amusements, or trials of 
skill. In this case, truth, reason, religion, which gave 
our discourses such pomp and solemnity, are, (as w&l be 
shewn) mere empty sounds without any meaning in 
them. But if man is immortal, it will behove him to- 
be very serious about etlemal consequences; oi\ in 
other words, to be truly religious. And this great nm- 
dunental truth, unestabHshed, or unaw^kened in the 
minds of men, is, I conceive, the real source and sup- 
port^f all our in^delity ; how remote soever the par- 
ticular objections advanced may seem to be from it 

Sensible appearances afiect most men mnch more 
than abstract reasonings; and wc daily see bodies 
drop around us, but the soul is invisible. The power 
uiiich inclination has ove^ the judgment, is greatei' 
tlian can be well conceived by those who have not hacE 
an experience of it ; and of what numbers is it thg 
sad mterett, that souls should not survive ! The Hea- 
tlien world confessed, that they ratlier hoped, tlian 
/irmly believed Immortality I and how many Heath- 
ens have we still among us f The sacred page assures 
us, that Hfe and immortality are brought to l^t by 
the gospel : Hut by how many is the gospel rejected,, 
or overlooked ? From these considerations,, and from 
my being, accidentally, privy to the sentimciits ol 
"ome particular persons, I have been long persuad-"*'' 

Digitized by Google 



96 PREFACE. 

that most, if not all, oar infidels (^iiatever name they 
tsJi^e, and whatever scheme for arguments sake, and 
to keep themselves in countenance they patronise), are 
supported in their deplorable error, by some doubt of 
their immortality, at the bottom. And I am satisfied, 
that men once thoroughly convinced of their immortal- 
ity, are not far from being Christians. For it is hard to 
conceive, that a man fully conscious eternal pain or 
happiness will certainly be his lot, should not earnest- 
ly, and impartially, inquire after the surest means of 
escaping one, and securing the other. And of sndi 
an earnest and impartial inquiry, I well know the con- 
sequeoce. 

Here, therefore, in proof of this most fnndmental 
truth, some plain arguments are offered ; argimients 
derived from (irinciples which Infidels admit in com- 
mon with Believers; arguments which appear to 
me altogetiier irresistible ; and such as, I am satis- 
fied, will have great weight with sdl who give 
themselves the small trouble of looking seriously 
into their own bosoms, and of observing, with any 
tolerable decree of attention, what daily passes round 
about them m the world. If some arguments shall 
here occur, which others have declined, they are 
submitted with all deference, to better judgments in 
this, of all points, the most important For as to the 
l)eing of a GOD» that is no longer disputed ; but it is 
undisputed for this reason only, viz. Because, where 
the least pretence to reason is admitted, it must for 
ever be indisputable. And of consequence no roan 
can be betrayed into a dispute of that nature by van- 
ity,' which has a principal share In animating our mo- 
dem ^mbatants against other articles of our belief. 
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COMPLAINT. 

NIGHT VI. 



THE INFIDEL RECLAIMED. 

IK TWO PARTS. 

Coataining 
The Nature, Ptftof, and Importance of Immortality, 



PART L 



JVhere, among other things, Glory and Riches are 
^particularly considered. 

Insciibed to the Rt. Hon. HENRY PELHAM. 



She* (for I know not yet ber name in heav*n) 
Not earlv, like Nardssa, left the scene, 
Nor sudden, like Philander. Mliat avail ? 
This seeming mitigation but inflames : 
This fancy'd med'cine heightens the disease. 
The longer known, the closer still she grew, 
And gi-adnal parting is a gradual death. 
*Tis &t grim tyrant's en^ne which extorts. 
By tardy pressure's still-rocreaune weight. 
From haracst heaorts confession of distress. 

O the long dark approach, thro' years of pain. 
Death's gaienr ! (might I dare to call it so) 
Witli dismal doubt and sable terror hung, , 

• Referring to Night the FiSjiC: /^' '1 iJ 
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Sick Hope's pale lamp its only glimm'ring ray ; 

There, Fate my melaiicholy Valk ordato'd, 

Forbid Self-love itself to flatter there. 

How oft I gaz^ prophetically sad ! 

How oft I saw her dead, while yet in smiles ! 

In smiles she sank her grief to lessen mine: 

She spoke me comfort, and increased mj' pain. 

like pow'rfiil armies, trenching at a town, 

By slow and silent, but resistless, sap, 

In his p^le progress gently gaining ground.' 

Death urg'd his deadl}^ siege ; in spite of art, 

Of all the balmy blessings Nature lends 

To succour frail humanity. Ye Stars ! 

(Not now fiiBt made familiar to my sight) 

And thbu, O Moon ! bear witness : many a night 

He tore the pillow from beneath my head, 

Ty*d down my sore attention to the shock 4 

By ceaseless depredations on a !ife 

Dearer than that he left nie. Dreadful post 

Of observation ! darker ev'ry hour ! 

Less dread the day that drove me to the brink, 

And pointed at eternity below, 

When my soul shudder'd at futurity; 

■\¥hen, on a moments point th* important dye - 

Of life and death spun doubtful, ere it fell, 

-And turn'd up life, my title to more woe. 

But why more' woe ? More comfort let it be. ) 
Notliing is dead but that which vnslf d to die j . 
Nothing is dead but wretchedness a^d pain; 
Nothing is dead but what incumber'd, gaird, 
Block'd up the pass, and barred from real life. 
Where dwells that wish most ardent of the wise? 
Too dark the sun to see it ; higher stars 
Too low. to reach it ; Death, great Death alone, 
O'er stars and sun, triumphant, lands us there. 

Nor dreadful our transition, tho the mind, 
A n artist at creating self-alarms, 

chjn expedients for inquietude, 

)rone to paint it dreadf<il. Who can take 

ath's portrait true? the tyrant never sat. 

r sketch all random strokes, conjecture all ; 

jsQ shuts the grave, uor tells one sipgle tak. 
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Death and bis iinajEre rising in the brain 
Bear faint resemblance ; never are alike ; 
Fear sliakes the pencil ; Fancy toves excess ; 
Dark Ignorance is lavi-hof her shades ; 
And these the formidable picture draw. 

But grant the worst, 'tis past; new prospects rise 
And drop a Veil eternal o'er her tomb. 
Far otiier views our contemplation claim, 
Views that o'erpay the rigonrs of our life ; 
Views that suspend our a^onie^rin death. 
Wrapt in the thought of immortality, 
Wrapt in the single, the triumphant thought ! 
Long life might lapse, age unperceiv'd co'me on, 
And find the soul undated with her theme. 
Its nature, proof, importance, tire my song, 
that my song could emulate my soul ! 
Like her, immortal. No ! — the soul disdains 
A mark so mean ; far nobler hope inflames ; 
If endless ages can outweigh an hour, 
Let not the laurel, but the jtSalm, inspire. 

Thy nature. Immortality ! who knows ? 
And yet who knows it not ? It is but life 
In stronger tliread'of brighter colour spun, 
And spun for ever; dipt by cruel Fate 
In Stygian dye, how black, how brittle, here ! 
How short.our correspondence with the sim ! 
And while it lasts inglorious ! Our best deefis. 
How wanting in their weight ! Our highest joys, 
Small cordials to support us in our pain. 
And give us strength to suffer. But how great 
To mmgle int'rests, converse, amities. 
With all the sons of reason, scalter*d wide 
Thro* habitable space, wherever bom, 
Howe'er endoWd ! To live free citizens 
Of universal nature ! To lay hold, 
By more than feeble faith, on the Supreme ! 
To call heav'tfs rich unfathomable mines 
(Mines which support archangels in their atate) 
•Our own ! to rise in science as in bliss, 
Initiate in the secrets of tlie skies! . 
To read creation ; read its mighty plan 
In the bare bosom of theDeity j r- , 
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The plon and execntion to collate ! 

To see, before each glance of piercing thought 

AU cload, aJI shadow, blown remote^ and leave 

No mystery — but that of love divine, 

Which lifts us on the seraph's flaming wing, 

From earth's Aceldama, this field of blood. 

Of inward anguish, and of outward ill. 

From darkness and from dust, to such a scene ! 

Love's element ! true joy's illustrious home ! 

From eartli'ssad contrast (now deplor*d) more fair! 

What exquisite vicissitude of fate ! 

Bless'd absolution of our blackest hour! 

Lorenzo, these are thoughts that make man Man. 
The wise illumine, aggrandize, the great 
How great (while yet, we tread the kindred clod, 
And ev'ry moment fear to sink beneath 
The clod we tread, soon trodden by our sons) 
How great, in the wild whirl of time*s pursuits, 
To stop and pause ; involv'd in high presage 
Thro' the long visto of a thousand years. 
To stand contempkting our dislontselves^ 
As in a magnifying min-orseen, 
Enlarg'd, ennobl^, elevate, divine ! 
To prophesy our own ftiturities ! 
To gaze in thought on what all thought transcends! 
To talk, with fellow-caadidates, of joys 
As far beyond conception as desert, ^ 
Ourselves th' astonish'd talkers and the UAe ! 

Lorenzo, swells thy bosom at the thought ? - 
The swell becomes thee ; *tisan honest pride. 
Revere thyself, — and yet thyself despise. 
His nature no man can o'er-rate, and none 
Can nnder-rate his merit. Take good heed. 
Nor there be modest where thou shouldst be proud : 
That almost universal error shun. 
How just our pride, when we behold those heights ! 
^ot those Ambition paints in air. but those 

iason points out, and ardent Virtue gains, 

d angels emulate. Our pride how just ! 

len mount we ? when thes^ shackles cast? when quit 

is cell of the creation? this small nest, 

jck in a comer of the universe^ 
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Wrapt up in fleecy cloud and fine-spun air ? 
Fine-span to sense, but gross anfl feculent i 

To souls celestial ; souls ordain'd to breathe 
Ambrosial gales, and drink a purer sky ; 
Qreatly triumphant on Time's farther shore, 
Where virtue reigns, enrich'd with full arreari/. 
While Pomp imperial begs an alms of Pes^e. 

In empire high, or in proud science deep, 
Ye born of Earth, on what can you confer, 
With half the dignity, with half tlie gain,' 
The gust, the glow of rational deUght, 
As on this theme, which angels praise and share ? 
Man's fates and favours aVe a theme in heav'n. 

What wretched repetition cloys us here ?. 
What periodic potions for the sick ! 
Distemper'd bodies ! and distemper'd minds ! 
In an eternity what scenes shall strike ! 
Adventures thicken ! novelties suiprise ! 
What webs of wonder shall unravel there ! 
What full day pour on all the paths of heav*n, - 
.And light th' Almighty's footseps in the deep ! 
How shall the blessed day of our discharge 
Unwind, at once, the labyrinths of Fate, 
And straighten its inextricable maze ! - 

If mextinguishable thirst in man 
To know ; how rich, how full, our banquet there ! 
There, not the moral world alone unfolds ; 
The world material, lately seen in shades. 
And in those shades by fragments only seen, 
And seen those fragments by the lab*ring eye, 
Unbroken, then, illusti'ious and entire. 
Its ample sphere, its universal frame, ^ 
In fall dimensions, swells to t^ survey. 
And enters at one glance, the ravish'd sight. 
From some superior point (wliere who can tell? 
Suffice it, 'tis a point where gods reside) 
How shsdl the stranger, man's illumin'd eye, 
In the vast ocean of unbounded space, 
Behold an hifinite of floating worlds ^ 

Divide tlie crystal waves of ether puft, 
In endless voyage, without port ? The least ' 
Of these disieminated orbs how great 
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Oreflt as they are, what numbers these surpass, 
Huge as leviathan to that small race, 
Those twinkling miiltitudes of Uttle life, 
He swallows nnperceiv'd ! Stupendous these ! 
Yet wh^t are these stupendous to the whole f 
Asparticl^as atoms ill-perceiv'd ; 
As circulattng globules in our veins ; 
So vast the plan. Fecundity divine ! / 

Exnb'raut source ! perhaps I wrong thee still. 

If admiration is a source of joy, 
What transport hence ! yet this the least in heav'n. 
What this to that illustrious robe he wears, 
AVbo toss'd this mass of wonders from his hand 
A specimen, an earnest of his pow'r ? - 
'Tis to that glory, whence all glory flows. 
As the mead's meanciii fiow'ret to the sun 
Which gave it hirth. But what this sun of heav'o ? 
This bliss supreme of the supremely blest ? 
Death, only death, the question can resolve. 
By death cheap bought th' ideas of our joy; 
The bare ideas ! solid happiness 
So distant fj om its shadow chas'd below. 

And chase we still the phantom thro* the fire, 
O'er bog, and brake, and precipice, till death ? 
And toil we^still for subluhary pay ? 
Defy the dangers of tlic field and. flood. 
Or, spidpr-ljke, spin out our precious ail, 
Our more than vitals spin (if no regard 
To great futurity) in curious webs 
Of subtle thought and exquisite design. 
(Fine network of the brain!) to catch a fly t 
The momentary buz of vain renown ! 
A name ! a mortal imfuortality ! 

Or (meaner still) instead of grasping air, 
For sordid lucre plunge we in the mire? 
Drudge, sweat, thro' ev'ry shame, for Wry gain, 
^or vile contaminating trash ; tlirow up 

ir hope in heav'n, our dignity with man, 

d deify the dirt matui-'d to gold ? 

kbition, Av'rice, 4iie two daemons these 

lich goad thro' ev'ry slough our hi^an herd, 

rd-travell'd from the cradle to the|;rave, 
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How low the wretches stoop ! how steep they climb ! 
These cbemons burn raankiud, bnt most possess 
Lorenso^s bosom, and tarn out the skies. 

Is it in time to hide eternity? 
And why not in mi atom on the sliore 
To cover ocean ? or a mote the sun ? 
Ghfty and wealth ! have they this blinding pow*r? 
What if to them I prove Lorenzo blind ? 
Woald it surprise tiiee? Be thou then surprised; 
Thou neither know'st : their nature learn from me. 

Mark well, as foreign as these subjects seenr. 
What close comection ties them to my theme. 
First, what is true ambition? The pursuit 
Of glory nothing less than man can share. 
Were they as vain as gaudy-viinded man, 
As flatulent with fumes ot self-applause. 
Their arts and conquests animals might boast, 
And claim their laurel crowns as well as we, 
Bat not celestial. Here we stand alone ; 
As m our form, distinct, preeminent ; 
If prone in thought, our stature is our shame ; 
And man should b'ush,his forehead meets the skies. 
The visible and present are for brutes, 
A slender portion ! and a narrow bound ! 
These, Reason, vnth an energy divine, 
O'erleaps, and claims the future and unseen; ^ 
Hie vast unseen! the future fathomless t 
When the great soul buoys up to this high pouit, 
Leaving gross Nature's sediments below. 
Then, and then only, Adam's of&pring quits 
The sage and hero of the fields and woods, 
Asserts his rank, and rises into man. 
This is ambition : this is human fire. 

Can parts, or place (two bold pretenders !) mak^ 
Lorenzo great, and phick him from the throng ? 

Genius and art, ambition's boasted wrings, 
Oor boast, but ill deserve. A feeble aid ! 
Dedalion engin'ry ! If these alone 
Assist our flight, fame's flight is glory^stall. 
Heart-merit wranting, mount we ne'er so (Afjbf 
Oar hdght is bot^e gibbet of our name. 
A celebrated wi^tch when I behold, 
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When I behold a g^ms bright, and bade. 
Of tow'riog talents, and teiresthal aims ; 
Methinks I see, as thrown from her high spher^ 
The ^orious fragments of a sonl immortal, 
With rubbish mix'd, and glittering in the dost. 
Struck at the splendid, melandioLy sight, . 

At once compaussion ?oft, and envy, rise » 

But wherefore envy ? Talents angel-bright, 
If wanting worth, are shining instruments 
111 false ambition's hand, to finish faults 
lllnstrious, and give infiuny renown. 

Great in is an achievement of great powers: 
Plain sensel>ut rarely leads as far astray. 
Reason the means, affections choose our end ; 
Means have no merit, if oar end ami^s. 
If wrong our hearts, our heads are right in vainj 
What is a Felham's head to Pelham's heart! 
Hearts are proprietors of all applause. 
Right en^s and means mak4i vri^dpm ; Worldly wise 
Is but half-witted, at its highest praise. 

Let genius then despair to make thee great; 
Nor flatter station. What is station high ? 
Tis a proud mendicant ; it boasts, and begs ; 
It be^ an alms of homage from the throng, 
And oft the throng denies its charity. 
Monarcbs, and ministers, are awful names ; 
Wboever wear ^em, chsdlenge our deyoir. 
Religion, pubhc order, both exact 
External homage, and a supple knee. 
To beiugs pompously set up, to serve 
The meanest slave ; ail moreismejit's due. 
Her sacred and inviolable right; 

Nor ever paid the monarch, but the man. 

Our hearts ne'er bow but.to superior ivorth ; 

Nor ever fail of their allegiance there. 

Fools, indeed, drop the man in their account, 

And vote the mantle into nuyesty. ^ 

Let the small savage boast his silver fur ; 

flis royal robe unborrow'd, and unbought, 

[lis own, descending fairly from his sires. 

$hall man be proud to weai* his livery, 

\nd souls m ermine sccmi a soul without? 
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Can j)lace or lessen bs, or aggrandize ? 

Pigmies are. pigmies still, tlio' percbM on Alps ; 

And pyramids ure pyramids in vales. 

Each manmakesiiis own statore, boilds himself: 

Tirtae alone oat-boilds the pyramids ; 

Her monanlents shall last when Egypt's fall. 

Of these sure truths dost thon denmnd the cause ? 
The cause' is lodg'd in inunortality. 
Hear, and assent. Thy bosom burns for power ; 
What station charms thee ? lil instal thee ^ere ; 
Tis thine. And art tl\ou greater than before ? 
Then thou before wast something less than matt. 
Has thy new post betray'd thee into pride ? 
That treach'rous pride betrayftthy dignity^ 
That pride defames humanity, and cauls 
The beins mean, which stafis or strings can raise. 
That pnSe, Uke hooded hawks in darkness soars, 
From blindness bold, and tow'ring to the skies. 
'Tis bom of ignorance, which knows not man : 
An angel*s second ; nor his second long. 
A Nero quitting his imperial throne, 
And courting glory from the the tinkUng string, 
But faintly shadows an immortal soul, 
With empire's self, to pride, or rapture fir'd. 
If nobler motive's minister no cufe, 
Ev'n vanity forbids thee to be vain. 

High worth is elevated place ; 'tis more ; 
It makes the post stand candidate for thee : 
Makes more than monarch's, makes an honest man ; 
Tho' no exchequer it commands, 'tir wealth; 
And tiio' it wears no riband, 'tis renown ; 
Renown, that would not quit thee, tho' disgrac'd, 
Nor leave thee pendant on a master's smile. 
Other ambition nature interdicts : 
Nature proclaims it most absurd in man, 
By pointing at his origin, and end ; 
Milk and a swatlie, at first his whole demand ; 
His whole domain^ at last, a turf or stone ; 
To whoni between, a world may seem too sraal 

Souls truly great, dart forward on the wing 
Of just ambition to the grand result, 
The curtain's fall ; there, see t^e buskin'd chief 
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Unabod behind this rootnentary scene ; 

Reduc'd to^iis own statare, low or high. 

As vice, or virtue, sinks him, or sablime ', 

And langb at this iantastic mamniery, 

This antic prelnde of grotesqne events, 

Where dwarfs are ef^en stilted, and b^ray 

A littlencssof senl by worlds o*er<4mn. 

And nations laid in blood. Dread sacrifice 

To christian piide ! which had with horror shock'd 

The darkest pagam, oiler'd to their gods. 

O thon most christian enemy to peace I 
Agaminarms? again provokmg fate? 
That prince, and that alone, is trrfy great, 
Who draws the sword reluctant, gtaidly sheaths! 
On empire builds what empire far out-weighs, 
And makes hirthrone a scaffold to the skies. 
Why this so rare ? because forgot of all 
The day of death ; that venecable day, 
Wbich sits as judge ; that day which shall pronounce 
On all our days, absolve them or eonderon. 
Lorenzo, never shut-thy thon^ht against it; 
Be levees ne'er so full, afford it room, ^ 

And give it audience in the cabinet, 
rhat friend consulted (flatteries apart) 
Will tell thee fair, if thon art great or mean. 

To doat on au^t may leave us, or be lefl, 
Is that ambition/ Then let flames deceiid, 
Point to the centre their inverted ^ires. 
And learn humiliation from a sonl, 
Which boasts her lineage from celestial fire. 
Yet these are they the world pronounces wise; 
like world, which cancels nature's riglit and wrong, 
And casts new wisdom : Ev'n the grave man lends 
His solemn face to countenance the coin. 
AVisdom for parts is madness for the whole. 
This stamps the pa)-adox, and gives us leave 
To call the wisest weak,^the richest poor, 
The most ambitious, unambitious, mean ; 
In trinropb, mean *, and abject on a throne. 
Nothing can make it less than mad in man, 
To put forth all his ardour, all his art, 
And give his soul her fuU unbounded flight, 
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Bnt reaching fanp, wtio gave her wings to fly. 
When btind ambi&n qnite mistakes ber road, 
And dommard pores, for that which shines above, 
Substantial happiness, and true renown, 
Hieb, like an tUeot gwdng on the brook, 
Ve leap at stars, and fiuten in the mad^; 
At glory grasp, and sink in infiuny. 

Ambition ! powerful source ot' good and ill i 
Thy strength in man, like length of wing in bir^s ; 
When dis^igag'd^ironi earth, with greater ease, 
And swifter fl^fat, transports ns to the tildes : 
By toys entangled, or in gnilt benhr'd, 
It turns a cnrse : it is our chain, and scourge, 
In this dark dnngeon, where confin'd we he, 
Close-grated by the sordid bars of sense ; 
All prospect ofetemity shut out ; 
And, but for execution, ne'er set free. 
With error in ambition justly charged, 
Find we Lorenzo wiser in lus wealth ? 
What if thy rental I reform and draw 
An inventory new to set thee right? 
Where, thy true treasure ? Gold says, 'not in me :' 
And, *not m me,' the-Qrmond. Gold is poor ; 
India '8 insolvent: seek it in thyself. 
Seek in thy naked self, and find it there ; 
In being so descended, formM, endow'd ; 
Sky-bom, sky-guided, sky-returning race ! 
Erect, immortal, rational, divine! 
In senses which inherit earth, and heav'ns ; 
Enjoy the various riches nature yields ; 
Far nobler ; give the riches they enjoy : 
Give taste to fruits ; and harmony to grove^ ; 
Their radiant beams to gold, and gold's bright sire : 
Take in, at once, the landscape of the woi Id 
At a smaH inlet, which a grain mig^t close, 
And half-create the wondrous world they see. , 

Onr senses, as our reason, are divine. 
Bnt for the magic organ's powerful charm, 
Earth were a rqde, uncolour'd chaos still* 
O^ects are but th' occasion ; ours th* exploit; 
Oars is tlie clbtb, tlie pencil and the paint, 
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Which nature's admirable picture draws, 
And beautifies creation's ample doMe. 
like Milton's Eve when gazing on the lake, 
Man makes the matchless image, man admires. 
Say then, shall man, his thoughts all sent abroad 
(Superior wonders in himself forgot) n 

His admiration waste on objects round, 
When heav'n makes him the soul of all he sees? 
Absurd ! not rare ! so great, so mean, is man. 

What wealth in senses such as these ! What wealth 
In fancy, fir*d to form a fairer scene 
Than sense surveys ! In memory' s firm record. 
Which, shouldJt perish, could this world recall 
From the dark shadows of overwhelming years !^ 
In colours fresh, originally bright, 
Preserve its portrait, srtid report its fate ! 
What wealth in intellect, that sovereign pow'r ! 
Which sense, and fancy summons to the bar ; 
Interrogate*, approves, or reprehends ; 
And from the mass tliose underlings' import, 
From their materials sifted and refin'd, 
And in truths balance accurately weigh'd, 
Forms art, and science, government, and law ; 
The solid basis, and the beauteous frame, 
The vitals, and the grace of civil life ' 
And manners (sad exception!) set aside. 
Strikes out, with master-hand, a copy fair 
Of his idea, whose indulgent thought. 
Long, long, ere chaos teem'd, plan'd human bliss. 

WhaTt wealth in souls that soar, dive, range around, 
Disdaining limit, or from place or time ; 
And hear at once, in thought extensive, hear, 
Th' almighty fiat, and the trtimpet's sound ? 
Bold, on creation'^ outside walk, and view 
What.was, and is, and more than e'er shall be j 
Commanding, with omnipoteiice ofthought, 
Creation's new in fancy's field to rise! 

juls, that can grasp whatever th* Almighty made, 

ad wander wild thro* things impossible ! 

hat wealth in faculties of endless growth, - 

quenchless passions violent to crave, 
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In liberty to choose, in power to reach, 
And in duration (bow thy riches rise !) 
Duration to perpetuate — boundless bliss ! 

Ask you, what pow'r resides in feeble man 
That bliss to gain? Is virtue's, then, unknown ? 
Virtue, our present peace, our future prize. 
Man's unprecarions natural estate, 
Improveable at will, in virtue lies j 
Its tenure sure ; its income is divine. 

High-built abundance, heap on heap! for what? 
To breed new wants and beggar us the more ! 
Then, make a richer scramblj^ for the throng. 
Soon as this feeble pulse, which leaps so long 
Almost by miracle, is tir'd with play, 
like-Tubbish from disploding engines thrown, 
Our magazines of hoarded trifles fly ; 
Fly diverse ; fly to foreigners, to foes ; 
New masters coQrt, an^call the former fool 
(How justly !) for dependence on their stay. 
Wide scatter, first our play-things : then our duit 

Dost court abiuidance for the sake of peace ? 
Learn, and lament thy sel^efeated scheme : 
Riches enable to be richer still ; 
And, richer still, what mortal can resist ? 
Thus wealth (a cruel task-master!) enjoins 
New toils, succeeding toils, an endless train ! ^ 
And murders peace, whith taught it first to shme. 
The poor are naif as wretched as the rich ; 
Whose proud and painful privilege it is, 
At once to bear a double lead of \yoe ; 
To feel the stings of envy, and of want. 
Outrageous want! both. Indies cannot cure. 

A competence is vital to content. 
Much wealth is corpulence, if not disease -, 
•Sick,orincomber'<( is our happiness. 
A competence is all we can enjoy. 
O be content, where heav'n can give no more] 
More, like a flash of water from a lock, 
Quickens our spirit's movement for an hour ; / 

But soon its force is spent, nor rise our joys 
Above our native temper's copamon stream.. 
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Hence disappointment InrkB in ev'17 priscf, 
As bees in now'rs, and stings us withl^success. 

The rich man, who denies it, proudly fdgns; 
Nor knoMTs tlie wise are privy to tiie lie. - 
Much learning shows how little mortalu know ; 
Much wealth ; how little woridlings can enjoy : 
At best, it babies ns with endless toys, ' 
And keeps ns children till we drop to dust 
As monkies at a mirror stand amaz'd, 
They fmt to find what they so plainly see ; 
Thus men, in shining riches, see the face 
Of happiness, nor knr ;y it as a shade, 
But gaze, and touch, and peep, and peep agun, 
And wish, and wonder it is absent stih. 

How few can rescue opulence from want! 
Who lives to Nature rarely can be poor: 
Who lives to Fancy, nevejr can be nch. 
Poor is the man in debt ; the man of gold. 
In debt to Fortune, trembles at her pow'r. 
The man of reason smiles at her,, and deatli. 
O what a patrimony this ! A being 
Of soch inherent strength and majesty, 
Not worlds possest can rai^e if: worl(U destroyed 
Can't injur ; which holds on its glorious course, 
Wben tliine, O Nature ! ends : too blest to mourn 
Creation's obsequies. What treasure this ; 
The monarch is a beggar to the man. 

IMMORTAL ! Ages past, yet nothmg gone ! 
Mom without eve ! a race without a goal ; 
Unshorten'd by prdgression infinite ! 
Futurity for ever future ! life 
Begimung still, where computation ends ! 
'Tis the description ol' a deity ! 
'Tls the description of the meanest slave : 
The meanest slave dares then Ijorenzo scorn ? 
The meanest slave tliy soVreign glory shares. 
i>roud youth !• fastidious of tl^ lower world ! 

'an's lawful pride includes humibty ; 

oops to the lowest ; is too great to find 

feriors; all immortal ! Brothers all! 

oprietors eternal of thy love. 
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Immortal ! What can strike Hie sense so strong, 
As this the soul ? It thunders to the thought ; 
Reason amazes ; gratitude o'erwhebns ; 
No more we shimber on the brink of fiite ; 
Rons'datthe sound, th* exulting soiU ascends, 
And breathes her native air ; an air that feeds 
Ambhions high, and fans ethereal fires ; 
Quick-kindles all that is divine within us. 
Nor leaves one loifring tliought beneath the stars. 
Has not Lorenzo's bosom caught the flame ? 
Immortal ! Were but one immortal, how 
Woald others envy ! How would thrones adorel 
Because 'tis common, is the blessing lost ? 
How this ties up the bounteous hand of heav'n ! 
vain, vain, vain ! all else ! Eternity ! 
A glorious, and a needful refuge, tliat, 
From vile imprisonment in abject views. 
Tis immortality, 'tis that alone, - ^ 
Amid life's pains, abasements, emptiness. 
The soul can comfort, elevate, and fill. 
Tliat only, and tliat amply, this performs ; 
Lifts us above life's pains, her joys above ; 
Their terror those ; and these their lustre lose ; 
Eternity dependiifg, covers all ; 
Eternity depending all achieves ; 
Sets earth at distance ; cast her into shades ; 
Blends her distinctions ; abrogates her pow'rs ; 
Tlie low, the lofty, joyous, and severe, 
Fortune's dread frowns and fascinating smiles, 
Make one promiscuous and neglected heap. 
The man beneath ; if I may c^lhim man. 
Whom immortality's full force inspires. 
Nothing terrestrial touches his high thought : 
Suns shine unseen, and thunders roll unheard. 
By minds quite conscious of their high descent, 
Their present province, and their future prize ; 
Divhiely darting upward cv'ry wish. 
Warm on the wing, in glorious absence lost. 

Doubt you this truth ? Why labours your belief? 
If earth's whole orb, by some due distanc'd eye 
Were seen at once, her tow'ring Alps would sink, 
And leveird Atlas leave an even t^phere. 
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Thtueartby and all tbat earthly mind^admire, 
Is swaUow'd in Eternity's vast round. 
To that stnpendons.view, when souls awake. 
So large of late, so mountainous to man. 
Time's to^s subside ; and equal all below. 

Enthusiastic this? then ail are weak, 
But rank enthusiasts. To this godlike height 
Some souls have soar'd ; or martyrs ne'er £id bled. 
And all may do, what has by man been done. 
"Wlio, beaten by these sublunary storms, 
Boundless, in terminable joys can weigh, 
Unraptur'd, unexalted, uuinflam'd ? 
What slave unbiest, mdio from to-morrow's dawn 
Expects an empire ? he forgets his chain. 
And, throu'd in thought, his absent sceptre waves. 

And what a sceptre waits us! what a throne ! 
Her own immense appointments to compute, 
Orcomprehend her hi^ prerogatives, 
In this her dark minority, how toils. 
How vainly pants the human soul divine ! 
Too great the bounty seems for earthly joy : 
' What heart but trembles at so strange a bliss I 

In spite of all the truths the muse has sun^. 
Ne'er to be priz'd enough ! enough revolv'd! 
Ai-e there who wiap the world so close alxuit them^ 
They see no farther than the clouds ? and dance 
On heedless Vanity's fantastic toe, 
Till, stumbling at a^fraw, in their career, [soug.^ 
Headlong they plui^e, where end both dance and 
Are there, Lorenzo ? Is it possible ? 
Are there on earth (let ine not call them men) 
Who lod^e a soul immortal in their bi^easts ; 
Unconscions as the moimtaip of its ore ; 
Or rock, of its inestimable^em f 
When rocks shall mel^ ana mountains vanish, these 
Shall know their treasure, treasure, then, no more. 

Are there (still more amazing!) who resist 

'\e rising thought ? i;vho smother, in its birth, 

le glorious truth f who strugde to be brutes ? 

ho thro' this bosom-barrierbarst their way ; 

id, with reversed ambition strive to sink ? 

ho labour downwards thro' th' opposing pow'c»> 
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Of instinct, reasa|^d the world against them, 

To dismal hopesSd shelter in the shock 

Of endless Night fffight darker than the gravels ! 

Who fi^t the proofs of immortsdity ! 

Wi& horrid zealy and execrable arts, 

Work all their engines, level their black tire% 

To blot from man this attribute divine, 

(Than vital blood far dearer to the wise) 

Blasphemers, and rank atheists to themselves ? * 

To contradict them, see all nature rise : 
What object, what event, the moon beneath, 
But argues, or endears, an after-scene ? 
To reason proves, or weds it to Desire ! 
All things proclaim it needfiil ; some advance 
One precious step beyond, and prove it sure. 
A thousand arguments swarm round my pen. 
From heav'n, and earth, and man. Indulge a few, 
By nature, as her common habit, worn ? 
So pressmg Providence a truth to teach, 
Which truth untanglit, all other truths were vain. 

THOU ! whose all-providential eye surveys, 
Whose hand directs, whose Spirit fills and warms 
Creation, and holds empire far beyond ! 
Eternity's Inhabitant august! 
Of two eternities amazing Lord ! 
One past, ere man's, or angel's had begun : 
Aid ! vdiile I rescue from the foe's assault 
Thy glorious immortaliW in man : 
A theme for ever, and for all, of weight, 
Of moment infinite ! but relishd most 
By those who love thee most, who most adore. 

Nature, thy daughter, ever-chai^g birth 
^thee the great Immutable, to man 
Speaks wisdom ; is his oracle supreme ; 
flCid he who most consults her, is most wise. 
Lorenzo, to this heav'nly Delphos haste ; 
And come back all-iiiiraortal ; all-divine ; 
Look Nature thro', 'tis revolution all ; 
All change, no death. Day follows night ; and night 
The dying day ; stars rise, and set, and rise ; 
Earth takes th* example. See th| Summer gay, 
With her green chaplet, and amwobial flow'rs, 
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Droops into pallid Autumn : Wintokrey, 
Horrid with frost, and turbulent «i storm. 
Blows Autumn and his golden f^m away ; 
Then melts into tlie Spring y Soft Spring, with breaHi 
Favonian, from warm chambers of the south, 
Recalls the first. All, to reflouiish, fades ; 
As in a wheel, all sinks, lo rei^^ascend. 
Emblems of Man, who passes, not expires. 

With this minute distinction, emblems just, 
Nature revolves, but man advances; both 
Eternal, that a circle, this a hue ;.* 
That gravitates, tliis soars. Th' aspiring soul 
Ardent and tremulous, like flanie^ ascends^; 
Zeal, and humility, her wings to Heav*n. 
The world of matter, with its various forms. 
All dies into new life. Life bom from Death ^ 
Rolls the vast mass, and shall for ever roll. 
No single atom, once in t>eing, lost, 
"With change of counsel charges the Most High. 

What hence infers Lorenzo ? Can it be ? 
Matter immortal ? And shall spirit die? 
Above the nobler, shall less noble rise ? 
Shall man alone, for whom all else revives, 
No resurrection know ? Shall man alone, 
Imperial man ! be sown in barren ground, 
Less privileg'd than grain, on which he feeds ? 
■ Is man, in ^hom alone is pow r to prize 
The bliss of being, or with previous pain 
Deplore its period, by the spleen of Fate, 
Severely doom'd Death's single unredeem'd? 

If Nature's revolution speaks aloud, 
In her gradation, ilear her louder still. 
Look Nature thro*, 'tis neat gradation all. | 

By what minutewiegrees her scale ascends ! I 

Each middle Nature join'd at each extreme,. J 

To that above it join'd, to that beneath, 
Varts, into pvts reciprocally shot, 

bhor divorce: What love of union reigns!* 

[ere, dormant matter waits a call to life ; 

!alf-life, half-deatli, join there ; here, life and sense ; 

here, sense from upson steals a glimm'ring ray : 

eason shines out in man. But how preserv'd 
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The chain imbrol^n upward, to tiie realms 

Of incorporeal lifl ? those realms of bliss 

Where death hath no dominion ' Grant a make 

Haif-mortal, half-immortal ; earthy, part ; 

And part ethereal; grant the soul oi man 

Eternal : or in man the series ends. 

Wide yawns the gap ; connection is no more ; 

Check'd Reason halts; her next step wants support; 

Stridng to cUmb, sho tumbles from her scheme ; 

A scneme Analogy '{^r,ononnc d so true ; 

Analogy, man's surest guide below. 

Thus far, all Nature calls on thy belief. 
And will Lorenzo, careless of the call, 
False attestation on all nature charge. 
Rather than violate his league with Death ? 
Renounce his reason, rattier than renounce 
The dust belov'd, tmd run the risk of Heav'n ? 
what indignity to deatlil6ss souls ! , 
What treason to the majesty of man '• 
Of man immortal ! Hear the lofty style : 
" If so decreed, th' Almighty Will be done. 
*' Let -earth dissolve, yon ponderous orbs descend, 
*' And grind us into dust : The soul is saii ; 
" The man emerges ; mounts above tlie wreck, 
'* As tow'ring flame from Nature's fun'ral pyre : 
" 0*er devastation, as a gainer smiles ; 
" His charti^r, his inviolable r^lits, 
" Well-pleas'd to learn from 'fimnder's impotence, 
" Death's pomtless darts, and Hell's defeated storms." 

But these chimeras touch not thee, Lorenzo ! 
The glories of the world, thy sev'nfold sliield. 
Other ambition than of crowns in air, 
[d superlunary felicities, 
y bosomjferann. I'll cool it, if I catf; 
d tnn^Hrae glories that enchant, ^igainst tlice. . 
lat tieNptf to this life, proclaims the next. 
If wise, tbe catise that woi^n^s thee is thy cure. 

Come, my ambitious ! let us mount together ^ 
^To mount Lorenzo never can refuse) ; 
And from the clouds, where pride delights to dwells 
Look down on earth.— What scest^ou ? Wondrous 
Terrestrial wonders, that eclipse the sides, [things 
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What lengths of hibour^d lands ! ?rfiat loaded seas ! 
Loaded bv man, for pleasure, wealth, or war! 
Seas, winds, and planets, into service brought^ 
His art acknowledge, and promote his ends. 
.Nor can th' eternal rocks his will withstand ; 
'l^Hiat leveird mountahas ! And what Hflted vales ! 
t)*er vales and mountains smnptooos cities swell, 
And gild our landscape with their ^litt*ring spires. 
Some mid the wondering waves majestic rise ; « 
And Neptune holds a mirror to their charms. 
Far greater still! (what cannot mortal might 
See wide domhrions ravish*d from the deep ; 
The narrowed deep with indignation foams. 
Or southward turn, to delicate, and grand ;- 
The finer arts there ripen in the sun. 
How the tall temples, as to meet their gods, 
Ascend the skies ! the proud triumphal arch 
Shews us half Heav*n beneath its ample bend. 
High thro' mid air, here, streams are taught, to flowi 
Whole rivers^ tiiere, laid by in basons, sleep. ] 

Here, plains turn oceans; there, vast oceanffjom 
Thro* kingdoms channel'd deep from ^ore to shore] 
And changed Creation takes its face from man. 
Beats thy brave breast for formidable scenes, 
Where feme and empire wait upon the sword? 
See fields in blood ; hear naval thunders rise ; 
Britannia's voice ! that awes the world to peace. 
How yon enormous mole projecting breaks 
The mid-sea, furious waves ! their roar amidst, 
Out-speaks the Deity, and says, " O main ! 
** Thus far, not farther : new restraints obey." 
Earth's discmbowerd ! measur'd are the skies ! 
Stars are detscted in^then* deep recess ! 
Creation widens ! vanquished nature yictid|y 
Her secrets are extorted ! Art prevaila 1^ 
What monument of genius, spirit, pow'r! 

And now, Lorenzo, raptur'd at this scene, 
Whose glories render Heav'u superfluous ! say, 
Mliose footsteps these f* — Immortals have beenhei 
Could less than^uls immortal this liave done? 
Earth's covered o'er with proofs of souls' immortal; 
And proofs of immortality Jbr|^^^g[^ , 
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To flatter th^^ grand foible, I confess, 
These are Ambition's works : and these are great: 
Bat thiSy the least immortal souls can do : 
Transcend them all — But what can these transcend? 
Dost ask me. What ?— One sigh for the distrest« 
What then for infidels ? A deeper sigh. 
Tis moral grandeur mfikes the mighty man : 
How little they, who think aught great below! 
All onr ambitions Death defeats, but one ; 
And that it crowns. — Here cease we : But ere long, 
More powerful proof shall take the field against thee. 
Stronger than Death, and smiling at the tomb. 
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As we are at war with the power, it were well if we 
were ait war with the manners, of France. A land 
of levity is a land of guilt. A serious mind is tbe 
native soil of every virtue, and the single character 
that does true honour to mankind. The soul's im- 
mortality has been the favourite th^me with the se- 
rious of all ages. Nor is it strange ; it is a subject by 
far the most interesting and important that can enter 
the mind of man. Of highest moment this su^ect 
always was, and always will be. Yet this its fai^^t 
moment seems to admit of increase, at this day j & 
sort of occasional importance is superadded to tiie 
natural jveight of it; if that opinion which is advan- 
ced in the Preface to the preceding Night, be just. 
It is there supposed that all our infidels, whatevei 
scheme, for argument's sake, and to keep themselves 
in countenance, they patronise, are betrayed inta 
their deplorable error, by some doiilSt of their im^ 
mortaUty at the bottom. And the more I considei 
this point, the more I am persuaded of the troth d 
that opinion, Though the' distrust of a futurity is a 
strange error ; yet it is an error into which bad men 
may naturally be distressed. For it is unpossible tfl 
bid defiance to final ruin, without some refbge in 
imagtaation, some presumption of escape. And whal 
presimiptioii is there? There are but two in nature; 
but two within the compass of human thought: and 
these aie,~TIiat cither Gji will notj or cannot p«- 
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tAik. Condderlng the divine attribntefi, th^ first it 
\oo groi's to be digested by our strongest wishes. 
And, since Omnipoteiice is as much a divine attri^ 
bate as bolYness, that God cannot pomsfa, is as ab- 
surd a sopposition as the former. God certalidy can 
punish, as long as kicked man exists. In non-exist- , 
eftce, therefore, is their only refnge ; and, conse- 
qneatly, non-existence is their strongest wish. And 
Etrong wishes have a strange milnence on onr opi- 
nions ; they bias the judgment in a manner almost 
incredible. And since on this member of their alter- 
native, there are some very small appearances in 
iheir fiivour, and none at all on the other, they catch 
at this reed, they lay hold on this chimera, to save 
tliemselves from the shocl^ and horror of an immedi- 
ate and absolute despair. 

On reviewing my subject, by the light whidi this 
argument, and others of like tendency, threw upon 
tt, I was more inclined tiian ever to pnrsne it, as it 
appe^ed to me to strike directly at the main root of 
all our infidelity. In the following pages it is, ac- 
r'ordingly, pursued at large ; and some arguments for 
immortality, new (at lea^t to me) are ventured on in 
rbem. There also the wtiter has made an attempt tp 
>et the gross absurdities and horrors of annihilation 
li a fuller and more affecting view, than is (I think) 
o be met with elsewhere. 

The gentlemen for whose sake this attempt was 
hicfly made, profess great admiration for the wisdom 
#* heathen antiquity: what pity *tis they are not 
ncere ! If they were sincere, how would it mortify 
lem to consider with what contempt and abhorrence 
leir notions would have been received, by those 
horn they so much admire? What degree of con- 
itnpt and abhorrence would fall to their share, may 
\i conjectured by the following matter of fact, (in my 
>uuon) extremely memorable. Of all their heathen 
ortbses, Socrates (*tis well known) was the roost 
larded, dispassionate, and composed : yet this great 
a^^ter of temper was anery ; and angry at his last 
ut I and angry with his mend ; and angry for what 
F 
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deserved ackno^ledgnaent; angry for a ri^t and 
teuder instauq^ of trae friencUhip towards him. Is 
not this surprising? What could be the cause. The 
cause was for his honour ; it was a truly noble, though^ 
perhaps, a too punctilious regard for immortality : 
for his friend asking him, wi£ such an affectionate 
concern as became a friend, '<* AVhere he should de- 
posit his remains V* it was resented by Socrates ; as 
implying a. dishonourable supposition, that he cou)d 
be so mean, as to have i*egsurd for any thing, even in 
himself, that was not immortaj. 

This fact, X9je\\ considered, would^make our infidels^ 
withdraw their admirtition from Socr^es ; or make 
them endeavour,, by their imitation of this iUusUious 
examn|e, to share his- g|U>ry: and consequently, it 
would incline them to peruse tiie following ^i^ 
with candour and impartialiu : which is all I desire > 
and tlkat, for their sakes: for I am persuaded, that aik 
unprejudiced infi.del must, necessarily, receive soinek 
advantageous impressions from tUeiJi*. 
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Being the Second Part of 
THE INFIDEL RECLAIMED. 

Containing 
The Nature, Proof, and Importance of Immprtalitjj^ 



HeAV*N gives the needful, but neglected, call. 

What day, what hour, but knocks at human hearts 

To wake the soul to sense of future scenes? 

Deaths stand, like Mercnries, in ev'ry way ; 

And kindly point ns to our journey's end. 

Pope, who couldst make immortals; art th6u dead ? 

I g:ive thee joy : nor will I take my leave ; 

So soon to follow. Man but dives in death ; 

Dives from the sun, in fairer day to rise ; 

The grave, his subterranean road to bliss. 

Yes, infinite indulgence plann*d it so ; 

'Sbro* various parts our glorious story nms ; 

Time gives the preface, endless age unrolls 

The volume (ne'er nnroll'd !) of buman fate. 

This, earth and skies* already have proclaimed) 
The world's a prophecy of world's to come ; 
And who, what. Crod foretels (who speaks in things: 
Still louder than m words) shall dare deny.' 

* Nigtit the Sik#^ 
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If nature's arguments appear too weak, 
Turn a new leaf, and stronger read in num. 
If man sleeps on, untaught by what he sees, 
Can he prove infidel to what he feels ? 
He, whose blind thought futuri^ denies, 
Unconscious bears, Beilerophon ! Uke thee. 
His own indictment ; be condemns himself^ 
Who reads his bosom, reads immortal life ; 
Or, Nature, there, inpost&g on faer sons, 
Has written iables ; man was made a lie. 

Why discontent for ever harbour'd there ? 
Incurable consumption of our peace! 
Resolve me, why, the cotta^r, and kii^ 
He, whom sea-sever'd realms obey, andne 
Who steals his whole dominion from the waste. 
Repelling vdnter blasts with mud Aid straw. 
Disquieted alike, draw sigh for sigh. 
In fate so distant, in comptahit so Bear? 

Is it, that things terrestrial can't content? 
t>eep in rich pasture, wiU thy flocks complain ? 
Not so ; but to their master is deny*d 
To Uiare their sweet serene. Man, ill at ease. 
In this, not his own place, this foreign field. 
Where Nature fodders him with other food 
Than was ordain'd his cravings to suffice^ 
Poor in abundance, f^mish'd at a feast, 
Sishs on for something more, when most ei^oy'i^ 
Is heav'n then kinder to thy flocks than thee? ' 
Not so ; thy pasture richer, but remote; 
In part, remote ; for that remoter part 
Man bleats from instinct, tho', perhaps debauch'4 
By >eme, his reason sleeps, nor dreamsjhe cause. . 
The cause how obvious, when his re^i^on wakes! ^ 
His gnef is but his grandeur in disguise ; 
And di content is immortality. 

Shall sons of etiier, shall the blood of heav'n, 
Set up their hopes on earth, and stable here, 
With brutal acquiescence in the mire ? 
Lorenzo, no ! they shall be nobly pain'd ; 
The glorious foreigners, distrest, shall sigh 
On throne^ j and tJMm congmtnlate the »igh : 
Man's misery declares him bora for bliss : 
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, BUamdons heart assertgliie trnth I smg, 
Afldgiyes the Sceptic in his hfiad the lie. 

Oiir heads, our hearts, our pasaiom, and oar pow^i^. 
Speak the same language; callus to the skies: 
l/nripen'd these in this inclement clime, 
Scarce rise above coojectare, and misteke ; 
And for this land of tnfies Ihose too strong 
Tomultnous lise, and tenpest haman life : 
What prize od earth can pay as for the storm I 
Meet objects for our passions beav'n ordain'd^ 
Object that chaHenge all their fire, and leave 
No fimlt but m defect: blessed faeav'n ! avert 
A bounded ardour fbr unbounded bliss ; 
for a bliss unbounded! .&r beneath 
A soul immortd, is a mortal joy. 
Nor are our pow'TS to perish immatare ; 
But, after feeble effort here, beneath 
A brighter sun, and in a nobler soil, 
Transplanted from this wbhinary bed. 
Shall flourish fair, and put forth all their blooip. 

Reason progressive, instinct is complete ; 
Swift instinct leaps ; Mow reason feebly climbs: 
Brutes soon their zenith Keach ; their little all 
Flows in at once ; in ages they no more 
Could know, or do, cvr covet, or enjoy. 
Were man to live coeval with the *un, 
The patriarch pupil would be learning stUl ; 
Yet, dying, leave his lesson balf^nlesont. 
Men peri£ in advance, as if the «tin 
Should set ere noon, in eastern oceans drown'd ; 
If fit, witii dim, illustrious to compare, 
T|tt^sn'« meridian, with the soul of man. 
TnSian, why^ step-dame Nature! so severe ? 
Why thrown aside thy master-piece half wrought, 
Wmle meaner efibrts thy Ia?t hand enjoy? 
Or, if abortively poor man must die. 
Nor reach, what reach he might, why die in dreaa :" 
Why curst wiU» foresight? Wise to misery? 
Why of his proud prerogative the prey? 
Wb^ less pre-eminent in rank, than pimi ? 
His immortality alone can teti ; 
Full am fie fiuid to bsdaof e U\ aauastCoogle 
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And tarn the scale in favour of the just ! 

His immortality alone can solve 
^at darkest of eni^as. baman hope ; 
Of all tiie darkest, if at death we die. 
Hope, eager hope, tfa' assassin of our joy. 
All present bleraings treading under foot, 
Is scarce a milder tyrant than despair. 
With no past toils content, still planning new, 
Hope turns us o*er to death alone for ease. 
Possession, wfav, more tasteless than pursuit? 
Why is a wish rar dearer 4han a crown ? 
Tiiat wish acconipIisb*d, why, the grave of bliss ? 
Because^ in the great future bury^d deep. 
Beyond our plans of empire and renown, 
L.ies all tliat man with ardour should pursue ; 
And HE who made him bent him to tiie right. 

Man's heart th' Almighty to the future sets, 
By secret and inviolable springs ; 
And makes his hope his sublunary joy. 
Man's heart eats ail things, and is hungry still : 
** More, more !" the glutton cries : for something new 
So rages appetite, if roan can't mount, 
He will descend. He stawes on the possest 
Hence, the world's mai^ter, from ambition's spire, 
In Caprea plung d ; and div'd beneath the brute. 
In that rank sty why wallow'd empire's son 
(Supreme? Because he could no higher fly j 
His riot was ambition in despair. 

Old Roi>j contiulled birds : Lorenzo ! tfapo, 
With more succesM, the flight of hope survey : 
Of restless ^ope, for ever on the wing. 
High perch'd o'er ev'ry thought tliat falcon sits^ ^ 
To fly at all that rises in her si^t ; ^ 

And, never stooping, but to mount again 
Next moment, she betrays her aim's mistake^ 
And owns her quarry loti^'d beyond tbe grave. 

There should it fail us (it must ^ us therey 
If being fails^ more roonniful riddles rise. 
And virtue vies with hope in mystery. 
Why virtue? Where its praise, iU bang, fled?. 
Virtue is true self-interest pur^'d : ^ 
What true self-^terest of ^uite mortal mm i 
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To close with all that makes faim happy here. 

If vice (as sometimes) is our friend on earth, 

Then vice is virtae : 'tis oar sov'rei^ good. 

Id setfapplanse is virtue's golden prize ; 

No self-applause Blends it on thy scheme : 

Whence self-applause? From conscience of the Hght. 

And vrhat is right, but means of happiness ? 

No means of happiness when virtue yields ; 

That basis failing, falls the building too, 

And lays in ruin ev'ry virtuous joy. 

The rigid guardian of a blameless heart, 
So long rever*d, so long reputed wise. 
Is weai ; with rank knight-errantries o'er-m». 
Why beats thy bosom with illustrious dreams 
Of self-exposure, laudable and great 7 
Of gallant enterprise, and glorious death ? 
Die for thy country ? — thou romantic fool! 
Seize, seize the plank thyself, and let her sink : 
Thy country ! what to tliee ? The Godhead : what ? 

il speak with awe!) tho' he should bid thee bleed ; 
f, with thy blood, thy final hope is spilt. 
Nor can Omnipotence reward the blow ; 
Be deaf; preserve thy being ; disobey. 

Nor is it disobedience :«<iwow, Lorenzo ! 
Whatever th' Alniighty's subsequent command, . 
His first command is this— ^ Man, lave thyself." • 
In this alone, firee agents are not free. 
Existence is the basi<i, bliss the prize ; 
If virtue costs existence, 'tis a crime ; 
Bold violation of j>tir law supreme, ' 

Black suicide ; tho* nations, wliich consult 
"^irgam, at thy expense, resound applause. 
Tince virtue's recompense is doubtful, here, 
man dies wholly, well may we demand, 
Why is man suffered to be good in vain } 
Why to be good in vain, is man elijotn'd ? 
Why to be good in vain, is man betray'd ? 
Betray'd by traitors lodged in his own breast^ 
By Bweet complacencies from virtue felt ? 
"Why wliispers Nature Ues on Virtue's part ? 
Of if blind instinct (which assumes the name 
Of sacred eonsdeDoe) plays the fool in man, 
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Why reason made accomplice m t!^ cheat? 
Why are the wisest loudest in her prai^ ? 
Can man by reason's beam be led astray i 
Or, at his peril, imitate bis €rotf ? 
Since virtue sometimes raips us on earth, 
Or botli are true ; o)-, man survives the grave. 

Or man survives tl^ grave, or own, Loreaao, 
Thy boast supreme, a wild absurdity. 
Dauntless thy spirit ; cowards ore thy scorn. 
Orant man immoi-tal, and thy scorn is just. 
The man immortal, rationally brave, - , 
Dares rush on death — because he cannot die. 
But if man loses all, when life is lost, 
He lives a coward, or afool expires. 
A daring infidel, (and such there are, 
From pride, example, lucre, rage, revei^. 
Or pure heroical defect of thought) 
Of all earth's madmen, most deserves a chain. 

When to the grave we follow the renown'd 
For valour, virtue, science, all we love. 
And an we praise ; for worth, whose noon>tide bfeam, 
Enabling us to think in higiier style. 
Mends our ideas of ethereal pow'rs ; 
Dream we, that lustre of the moral world 
Goes out in stench, and rottenness the close I 
Why was he wise to know, and warm to praise. 
And strenuous to transcribe in human life, 
The mind Almighty? could it be, that fate. 
Just when the lineaments began to shme. 
And dawn, the Deity should snatch the draught, 
With night eternal Mot it out, and give 
The skies alarm, lest angeb too might die? 

If human soub, why not angelic too ^ 

Extinguish'd? and a solitary God, 
O'er lastly rain, frownmg from his throne ? 
Shall we this raomait gaze on God in man? ! 
'he next, lose man for ever in the dust ? 

om dnst we disengage, or man mistakes ; 

id there, where least his judgment fears a flair* 

isdom and worth, how boldly he commends ! 

isdom and worth are sacred names; reverM, 

bere not embraced; applauded! deifv'dl 
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Why not conipassion'd too? If spirits die, 

Both are calamities, inflicted both, 

To make us but more wretched: wisdom's eye 

Acute, for what ? To spy more miseries j 

And worth, so recompensed, new-points their stings. . 

Or man surmounts tlie grave, or gain is loss, 

And worth exalted, humbles us the more. 

Thou wilt not patronise a scheme that makes 

Weakness and vice, the refuge of mankind? 

" Has virtue, then, no joys?" Yes, joys dear bought. 
Talk ne'er so long, in this imperfect state, 
Virtue, and vice, are at eternal war^ 
Virtue's a combat , and who fights for nought fir 
Or for precarious, or for small reward ? 
"WTio virtue's self-reward so loud resound. 
Would take degrees angelic here below. 
And virtue, while they compliment, betray, 
By feeble motives, and unfaithful guards. 
The crown, th' unfading crown, her soul inspires : 
•Tis that, and that alone, can countervail 
The body's treachVies, and the world's assaults ; 
On earth's poor pay our famish'd virtue dies. 
Troth incontestible ! In spite of all 
A Bayle has preach'd, or a Voltaire belicv'd. 

In man the more we dive, tiie more we see 
Heav'n's signet stamping an immortal make. 
Dive to the bottom of his souL the base 
Sustaining all ; what find we? Knowledge, love. 
As Hght, and heat, essential to the sua, 
These to the soul. And why, if souls expire ? 
How Iktle lovely here? How little known ? 
Small knowledge we dig up with endless toil ! 

And love unfeign'd may purcliase perfect hale> 
Why starv'd, on earth, our aiigel-appetitcs ; 
While brutal are indulg'd their fulsome fill ' 

• Were then capacities divine confen'd, 
As a mock di idem,' in savage sport, 
Rank insult of our pompous poverty, 
Wliich reaps but pain, from seeming claims so fdi 
In future ages lies no redress? And shuts 
Eternity the door on ourcoraplitiut? 
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If so, for what stiange ends urere mortals made ! 
The worst to wallow, and the best to'weep ; 
¥he man who merits most, must most comphis : 
Can we conceive a disregard in hear'n. 
What the worst perpetrate, or best endured 

This cannot be. To love, and know, in man 
Is boundless appetite, and boiuidless pow'r ; 
And these demonstrate bonndless objects too. 
Objects, pow'rs, appetites, heav^ suits m adi : 
Nor, nature thro*, e er violates this sweet 
Eternal concord, on her tuneful string. 
Is man the sole exception from her laws ? 
Eternity struck offn-om human hope, 
{I speak with truth, but veneration too) 
Man is a monster, the reproach of heav'u, 
A stain, a dark impenetrable cloud 
On natare's beanteons aspect : and deforms, 
{Amazing bloti) deforms her with her lord. 
If such is man's allotment, what is heav'n ? 
Or own tiie. soul immortal, or blaspheme. 

Or own the soul immortal, or invert 
All order. Go, mock-majesty ! go, man! 
And bow to thy superiors of the stall ; 
Thro' ev'ry scene of sense superior far: 
They graze the tiorf untili'd ; they drink the stream 
Unbrew'd, and ever full, and un-embitter'd 
With doubts, fears, i>iiit1e8s hopes^ regrets, despairs ; 
Mankind*s pieculiar ! Reason's precious dow*r ! 
No foreign chme they ransack for their robes; 
Nor bro&ers cite to the litigious bar ; 
Their good is goodintire, nnraix'd, uomarr'd^ 
They find a paradise in ev'ry field, ^ 

On boughs forbidden where no curses hang : 
Their ill, no more than strikes the sense ; unstretcht 
By previous dread, or murmur in the rear : 
^hen the worst comes, it comes unfear'd ; one stroke 

^gins^ and ends, their woe : tiiev die but once -, 

est, mcommunicable privilege ! for which 

"oud man, who rules tne globe, and reads the star?, 

iilosopher, or hero, sighs in vain. 

Account for this prerogative in brutes. 

day, no gUmpse of day to solve the knot, 
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Bat wbat beams oti it from eternity. 

O sole, and sweet solution ! That unties 

The difficult, and softens the severe ; 

The cloud on nature's beauteous face dispels ; 

Restores bright order ; casts the brute beneatjh ; 

And re-u> thrones us in supremacy 

Of joy, ev'n here : admit inmiortal life, 

And virtue is knight-errantry no more ; 

Each virtue brings in hand a golden dowV, 

Far richer in reversion ; hope exults ; 

And tho' much bitter in our cup is thrown,. 

Predominates, and gives the taste of heaven. 

O wherefore is th^ Deity so kind ? 

Astonishing beyond astonishment ! 

Heav'n our reward — For heav'n enjoy'd below. 

Still unsubdu'd thy stubborn heart? — For ther^ 
The traitor lurks, who doubts the truth I sing. 
Reason is guiltless ; wiU alone rebels. 
What, in that stiybbom heart, if I sb«nld find 
New, unexpected witnesses against thee ? 
Ambition, pleasure, and the love of gain ! 
Canst thou suspect, that these, which make the sou^ 
The slave of earth, should own her heir of heav'n } 
Canst thou suspect what makes us disbelieve 
Our immortaUty, should prove it su^'c? 

First, then, Ajubition summon to the bar. 
Anibition^s shame, Extravagance, Disgust, 
And inextinguishable Nature, speak. 
Each much deposes ; hear tlieui in their turn. 

Thy soul, how passionately ibnd of &me ! 
How anxioi^s that fond passion to conceal! 
We blush, detected in designs on praise, 
Tho* for best deeds, and frpm tlie best of men ; 
And why ^ Because immortal. Art divine 
Has made the body tutor to the soul ; 
Heav*n kindly gives our blood a moral flow ; 
Bids it ascend the glowii^ cheek, and there 
Upbraid that tittle heart's inglorious aim, 
Wliich stoops to oourt a character from man ; 
Wliile ,o'er us in tremendous judgments sit. 
Far more than man, with endless praise aud blame 

Ambition's boundkss appetite out-speak$ 
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Tbe verdict of its sliame. WTieii souls take fire 

At higli presumptions of their own desert, 

One age is poor applause ; the mi^ty shout, 

The thunder by the Hving few begun. 

Late time must echo ; worlds unborn, resound. 

We wish oar names eternally to live : 

•Wild dream ! which ne'er hafi haunted human thought, 

Had not our natures been eternal too^ 

Instinct points out an interest in hereafter; 

But our blind reason sees not where it lies ; 

Or seeing, gives the substance for the shade. 

Fame is the shade of immortality,^ 
And in itself a shadow. Soon as caught, 
'Ooutemn'd.; it shrinks to nothing in &e grasp. 
Consult th* ambitious, 'tis ambition's cure. 
" And is tliis all ?" cry'd Caesar at his hei^t, 
Disgusted. This third proof ambition MngH 
Of imrtiortality. 'I'he tirst in feme, 
Observe him n«ir, your envy will abate : 
Sbam'd at the disproportion vast, between 
The pasidon, and the purchase, he will sigh, 
At such success, and blui;h at hi« renown. 
And why ? Because far richer prize invftes 
Hi» heart ; far more illustrious glory calls ; 
It calls in whispers, yet the deafest hear. 

And can Ambition a fourth proof supply ? 
It can, and stronger than the former three ; 
Yet quite o'erlook'd by some reputed wiseu 
Tho' disappointments in ambition pain, 
And tho' success disgusts ; yetstiU, Lorenzo I 
In vain we strive, to pluck it from our hearts ; 
Bv nature planted for the noblest ends* 
Absurd tfife fam'd advice to PyiThus giv'n 
More prais'd than ponder'd ; specious, but unsound J 
Sooner that hero's sword the world had quell'd, 
TTian reason, his ambition. Man must soar. 

An obstmate aotivity within, 
>^n insuppressive spring, will toss bmnip, 

Tjite of fortune's load. Not kiags alone, 

;h villager has his ambition too ; 

Sultan prouder than his fetter'd slave : 

PCS bufld tlxfir little Babylons of sfaaw, ' 
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Echo the prond Assyrian, in their hearts, 

And cry, — ** Behold the wonders of my might !" 

And why? Because immortal as their Lord ; 

And sonis immortal mast for ever heave 

At something ^eat ; the gfitter, or the gold ; 

The praise of n^ortals, or the praise of Heav'n. 
Nor absolately vain is human pr^^, 

Vfhen human is supported by divine. 

I'll introduce Lorenzo to hiinse^: 

Pleasure and Piide (bad inasters !) share our hearts. 

As love of pleasure is ordain'd to guard 

And feed our bodies, and extend our race ; 

The love of praise is planted to protect 

And propagate the glories of the mind. 

^Vhat is It, but tlie love of praise, inspii-es, 

Matures, refines, embellishes, exalts. 

Earth's happiness ? From that, the delicate, 
/The grand, the marvellous, of civil life. 

Want and convenience, under-workers, lay 

The basis, on which love of glory builds. 

Nor Is thy life, O virtue J less in debt 
To praise, thy secret stimulating friend. 

Were man not proud, what merit should we miss ! 

Vride made the virtues of the Pagan world. 

Praise is the salt that seasons right to mm, 

And whets hi? appetite for mond-good. 
Thirst of applause is virtue's second guard ; * 
Reason, her first ; but reason wants an aid ; 
Our private reason is a flatterer ; 
Thirst of applause calls public judgment in. 
To poise our own, to keep an even scale. 
And give endangered virtue fairer pb^. 

Here a "fifth proof arises, stronger still : 
Why this so nice construction of our hearts? 
These delicate moralities of sense ; 
This cooftitutionai reserve of aid 
To succour virtue, when our reason fiuk; 
If virtue, kept alive by care and toU, 
And, off, the mark of injuries on earth. 
When kibour'd to maturity (its bill 
Of disciplines, and pains, unpaid) must die f 
Why freighted rich to dash agauut a rock? 
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Were man te perisb when most fit to V^e^ 
O bow mi i. g p oB t were ail theie strategems. 
By skill divioe inwoTeii in our frane? 
Mliere are heav'a's lioHneis and mercy fled? 
Laughs heaven, at oace, at viitoe, and at oran? 
If not, why that discoiira|i;'d, this d^troy'd ? 

Thus far ambition. What aays Avanee } , 
This her chief maxim, which has long been tfaiae: 
" The wise and wealthy are the same." — I grant it 
To store up treasare, with incessant toil, 
This is roan's province, this his highest praise, ^ 
To this great end keen instinct stings him on. 
To guide that instinel, reason ! is thy charge ; 
'Tis thine to tell us where true treasiure lies : 
But, reason failing to discharge her trust. 
Or to the deaf dMchargin^ it in vain, 
A blunder foUows ; and bhnd industiy, 
Gall'd by the spur, but stranger to the course, 
(The course where stakes of more than gold are woiO 
O'erloadhig, with the cares of distent age, 
Tlie jaded spirits of the present hour, 
Provides for an eternity below. 

^' Thou Shalt not covet," is a wise cominand) 
But bounded to the wealth the sun surveys : 
Look farther, the command standi quite reversed-, 
And av'rice is a virtue most divine. 
Is faith a reti^ for our happiness? 
Most sure : And is it not for reason toof • 
Nothing this world unriddles, bi^ the next 
"VVlience inextingnishable thirst of gain ? 
From inextinguishable life in man? 
Man, if not meant, by worth, to reach the skies. 
Had wanted wing to fly so far in guilt. 
Sonr grapes, I grant, ambition, avarice : 
Yet still theb root is inunortaiity . 
These its wild growte lo bitter, and so base, 
(Pain and reproach!) n^gkm can reelaim, 
Kefine, exal^ throw 4foma their pois'noas lea, 
And make them spaikle in the bowl of Uias. 

See the third wituesa hui|^at bii0t remote, 
And falsely promises aa Eden liere : 
Truth die shaft spes* f<^ ooce^ tho* piwt to He, 
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A common diteat, attd Pl^asare fs-lMMMtoie. 

To pleasure never was Lorenzo Aeaf ; 

Then liear her now, now first thy real IHend. 

Since nature made m not ofore fond than proud 
Of happiness (whence hypocrites m joy ! 
Makers of mirth ! artificers of smiles !) 
Why should the joy most poignant sense affords, 
Bom us with blushes^ and rebuke onr pride? — 
Those heav'n-bom bhtsbes teH ns man descends, 
Ev'n in the zenith of his earthly bhss : 
Should reason take her infidel repose, 
This honest instinct speaks onr lineage hif^ ; 
This instinct calls on darkness to conceal 
Our rapturous relation to the staHs. 
Our glory cf^vers us with noble shsmae. 
And be that's HneonA>unded, is unman'<i 
The man that blushes, is not quite a brute. 
Thas fiir wfth thee, Lorenzo ! will I close, 
Pleasure is good, iatd man for pleasure made ; 
But pleasure fiill of glory, as of joy ; 
Pleasure, which neither blushes nor expires. 

The witnesses are heard ; the cause is o'er ; 
Let conscience file the sentence in her court. 
Dearer tlian deeds that half a realm convey : 
Thus, sealM by truth, th' authentic record runs. 

" Know, Jdi ; know, infidels, — ^unapt to know ; 
" Tis immortality your nature solves ; 
*^ Tis immortality decyphers man, 
*' And opens all the mysf ries of his make. 
" Without it, half his instincts are a riddle ; 
" Without it, all his virtues are a dream. 
" His very crimes attest his dignity ; 
^' His sateless thirst of pleasure, gold, and fane, 
** Declares him bora for blessings infinite : 
'* What less than infinite, makes unabsurd 
^' Passions, which all on earth but more inflames ? 
'* Fierce* passions, so mismeasur^d to this scene, 
'* fitretch'd out, like eagle's wings, beyond our nest, 
**^ Far, far beyond tlie worth of all below, 
** For earth too large, presf^ a nobler flight, 
^ And evidence onr title to the skies." 

Ye gentle theok^ues, of calmer ki^ii^ogle 
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Whose coDStitatioD dictates to your pen, 

Who, cold yourselves, thiok ardour comes ftrom heUr 

Think not our passions from cormption spnag.^ 

Tho' to corruption now they lend their wiiic;6^ 

That is tiidr mistress, not their mother. AU 

(And justly) reason deem divine : I see, 

I feel a grandeur in the passions too. 

Which speaks their high descent, and glorious end^ 

Which speaks them rays of an eternal fire. 

In Paradise itself they burnt as strong, 

Ere Adam fell ; tho' wiser in their aim. 

like the proud Eastern^ struck by Providence, 

What tho* our passions are run mad, and «toop 

With low, terrestrial appetite, to gaze 

On trash, on toys, dethroned from high desire ? 

Yet still, thro' their disgrace, no feeble ray 

Of greatness shines, and tells us whence they fell: 

But these (like that fall'n monarch when redaim'd)- 

When reason moderates the rehs aright. 

Shall re-ascend, re-mount their former sphere. 

Where once they soar'd illustrious ; ere sedne'd 

By wanton Eve's debauch, to stroll on earth, 

And set the sublunary world on fire. 

But grant their frenzy lasts v their frenzy fails 
To disappoint one providential end. 
For which heav'n blew up ardour in our hearts i 
Were reason silent, boundless passion speaks 
A future scene of boundless objects too, 
And brings glad tidings of eternal day* 
Eternal day! Tis that enlightens all ; 
And all, by that enlighten' d, proves it sure. 
Consider man as an immortal being, 
InteUigible all ; and all is great ; 
A crystalline transparency prevails^ 
And strikes full lustre thro' the human s(>hen?x 
Consider man as mortal, airis dark. 
And wretched ; reason weeps at the survey. 

The learn'd Lorenzo cries, " And let her weep, 
" Weak, modem reason : ancient times were wise 
" Authority, that venerab.e guide, 
** Stands on my part j the fam'd Athen&an poi^ch 
*< (^nd who for wisdom so r€nown'd|as they ?) 
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"^^ Dcny^d tbis immortality to man." 

I grant it ; bnt affirm they prov'd it too. 

A riddle ^is ! — Have patience ; 111 explain. 

What noble vanities, what mora) flights, 
Glitt'ring thro' their romantic wisdoi^i page, 
Make ns, at once, desj^ue them, and admire! 
Fable is flat to these high-season'd sire^; 
Tbey leave th' extravagance of song below. 
"Flesh shall not feei ; or, feeling, shall enjoy 
^^ The da^er or the rack ; to them, alike 
^' A bed OT^roses, or the buiirinx btUl.** 
lo men exploding idl beyond toe grave. 
Strange doctrine, t&is! — ^As doctrine it was strange ; 
But not, as prophecy ; for sach it prov'd. 
And, to their own amazement, vras fulflU'd : 
They feign'd a firmness CSiristians need not feign 
The Christian truly trhnnph'd in the flame ; 
The Stoic saw, in double wonder lost. 
Wonder at them, and wonder at himself. 
To find the bold adventures of his thou^t 
Not bold, and that he strove to lie in vam. [that flew 

Whence,then,thosethoaght8?thosetow*rinffthongfats, 
Such monstrottdieightft'-From instinct and £om pndc; 
The glorious instinct of a deathless soul, 
Contos'dJy conscious of her dignity. 
Suggested truths they could not cmderstand. 
In lust's dommion, and in passion's storm, 
Truth's system broken, scatter'd fragments lay, 
^As light m chaos, glimm'ring thro' flie gloom*:) 
Sniit with the pomp of lofty sentiments, 
Pleas'd pride proclaini'd, what reason disbelieved^ 
Pride, like the Delphic priestess, with a swell, 
Rav'd nonsense, destin'd to be future sense, 
AVben life immortal in full day should shine ; ^^' 
And death*s dark shadows fly the gospel sun. 
They spoke, what nothing but immortal souls 
Conld speak ; and thus the truth they qiiestion'd,prov.'4' 

Can then absurdities, as well as crime.4. 
Speak man immortal ? All things speak him so. 
Much has been urg'd , and dost thou call for md^e? 
Call ; and with endless questions be ditrtrest, ^ 

^}Junresolvable, if f^^tt is all, ,^_, Google 
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'< Why life, a moment -, infinite^ denre? 
" Our wish, eternity ? Our home, the gravei^ 
^* Heaven's promise dormant lies in human hope; 
^' Who wishe<: life immortal, proves it too. 
*' Why happiness pursu'd, tho* never found? 
^ Man^s thirst of happiness declares it is, 
'^ (For nature never gravitates to nought ;) 
'< That thirst, unqnench'd, declares it is not here. 
** My Lucia, th^ Clarissa, call to thought ; 
" Why cordial triendship riveted so deep, 
** As hearts to pierce at first, at parting, rend, 
'< If friend, and friendship, vanish in an hour? 
'* Is not this torment in the mask of jov? 
** Why by reflection marrkl the joys of sense? 
** Why past, and future, preying on our hearts? 
" And putting all our present joys to death? 
" Why labours reason? Instinct were as well; 
^ In«stinc t , far better ; what can choose, can err ; 
*' O how infallible the thoughtless brute ! 
" Twere well his holine<«s were half as sure. 
" Reason with inclination, why at war? 
*■' Why sense of guilt? Why conscience up in anas?" 

Conscience of guilt, is prophecy of pain. 
And bosom-counsel to decline the blow. 
Reason with inclination ne'er had jsfrr*d, 
If nothing iiiture paid forbearance here. 
Thus on — these, and a thousand pleas uncall'd^ 
All promise, some ensure, a second scene; 
Which, were it doubtful, would be dearer iar 
Than all things else mo^t certain, were itlUse, 
What tnith on earth so precious as the tie? 
Thi:i world it^ves us, let what will ensue ; 
This world it give*, in that high cordial, hq>e: 
The firture of the present is the soul : 
How this life groans, when severed from the next! 
Poor, mutilated wretch, -that disbelieves ! 
By dark mistrust his being cut in two, 
in both parts perisjies ; lire void of joy, 
Sad prelude of eternity in pain ! 

^uldst thou persuade me, tlie next life could nil 
Oar ardent wisbes ; how should I ponr out 
My bleeding heart in dogoisb, new, 98 deep ! 
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Oh! with what thoughts, thy hope, and my despair, 
Abhord ANNIHILATION ! blaatsthe soiil, 
And wide extends the bounds of human woe ! 
Could I believe Lorenzo's system true, ^ 
In this black channel would my ravings run. 

" Grief from the future borrow'd peace, ere-while. 
^ The future vanished ! and the present pain'd I 
" Strange import of unprecedented ill ! 
'' Fall, how profound ! like Lucifer's, the fall ; 
'' Unequal fate ! hts fall, without his guilt ! 
" From where fond hope built her pavilion high, 
^ The gods among, hurl'd headlong, hurlM at once 
" To night ! to nothing ! Darker still than night. 
" If' twas a dream, why wake me, my worst foe ! 
^ Lorenzo I boastful of the name of fpend ! ^ 

" for delusion ! O for error still ! 
^' Could vengeance strike much stronger than to plant 
" A thinking being in a worid like this, 
" Not over-rich before, now beggar'd quite ; 
" More curst than at the faH ? — 1 be sun goes out ! 
" The tliorns shoot np ! What thom» in ev*ry thought ! 
*^ Why sense of better? It imbitters worse, 
''Why sense? Why life ? If but to sigh, then sink 
'' To what I was ? Twice nothing ! and much woe ? 
" Woe, frtnn heav'n's bounties ! — Woe from what was 
** To flatter most, high intellectual powVs ! [wont 
** Thought,virtue,knowledge1 l>lessings,bythyscheme 
'' All poison'd into pains. First, knowledge, once 
'' My soul's ambition, now her greatest dread. 
" To know myself, true wisdom ?— No, to shun 
" That shocking science, Parent of despair ! 
" Avert thy mirror : if I see, I die. 

*' Know my Creator ? Climb his blest abode 
*^ By painfu) speculation, pierce the veil, 
" Dive in his nature, read his attributes, 
^ And gaze in admiration — on a foe 
'' Obtruding life, vrith-holdiogtiappiness ! 
" From the full rivers that surround his throne^ 
** Nor letting fall one drop of joy on man ;' 
^ flian grasphig for Ofie drop, that he might cease 
" To curse his birth, nor envy peptile* more f 
'* ye sa]t>le clouds ! Ye darkest shades of night '. 
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<< Hide fatm, for ever hide Inra, from my tfMn^t, 
'* Once all my comfort ; source, and sool of joy ! 
^^ Now leagu'd with fbries, and with* thee agamstne. 

'< KnowliisachieTements? Study bis lenown? 
^ Contemplate tbis amazing noiverBe, 
" Dropt from his hand, with miracles replete ! 
" For what? *Mid miracles of nobler name, 
" To find one miracle of misery ? 
/' To find the being, which alone can know 
" And praise his works, a blemish on his praise? 
" Thro' nature*s ample range, in thought to stroll, 
** And start atnuan, the single mourner there, [death T 
*' Breathing high hope: chained down to pangs and 

" Knowing is xufTring : and shall virtue share 
'* The sigh of knowledge ? — ^Virtue shares the sigh, 
'' By ^traming up the steep of excellent, 
'^ By Wttles fonght, and, firom temptation, won, 
" What gains she, but the pang of seeing worth, 
" Angelic worth, soon shnfiled in the dark 
" Wifli ev'ry vice, and swept to brutal dost ? 
^' Mentis madness ; virtue is a crime ; 
** A crime to reason, if it costs us pain 
" Unpaid : what pain, amidst a thousand more^ 
<' To thiidc the most abandon*d, after days 
. ** Of triumph o*er their betters, find in death 
'< As soft a pillow, nor make fouler clay ! 

" Duty ! Religion!— These, our duty done, 
*^ Imply reward. Religion is mistake. 
" Duty !— There's none, but to repel thereat 
** Ye cheats, away ! ye daughters of mjrpridei 
" Who feign yourselves the fav'rites of the skies: 
"Ye tow'ring hopes! abortive energies! 
'' That toss, and struggle, in my lying breast, 
" To scale the skies, and build presumptions there, 
** As I were heir of an eternity. 
/' Vain, vain ambitions ! trouble me no ro«re. 
^< Why travel far in ouest of sure defeat ? 
" As bonnded as my oeing, be my widi. 
" All is mverted, wisdom is a fool. 
^' Sense ! take the rein -, blind pasdon ! drive as <»; 
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<< And, igiutnuiee ! befriead m on onrwaf ; 
*^ Ye new, but truest patroiui of oar peace ! 
'^ Yes i give fiie poise 6dl empire ; live the brotc, 
''Since as the bmte, we die. The man of man^ 
" Of god-like man f to revel, aod to roK 

*'Bat not on eqnal terms with ether bniles : 
^' Their revels a more poignant relish yield, 
^^ And safer too ; they never poisons choose. 
^' Instinct, than reason, makes more wholesome mcals^ 
<< And senids all-marring naarmnr ^r away, 
" For sensual life they best philosophize ; 
^ Thein, that serene, the sages sought in vain: 
^ Tis man alone expostulates with heav^ ; 
'^ His, all the pow*r,and ail the cause, to rnoun?. 
'' Shall hiihian eyes alone dissolve in tears? 
^ And bleed, in anguish, none but human hearts ? 
" The wide-stretch'd realm of intellectual woe, 
"'Surpassing sejMoal far, is all our own. 
^ In hfe so fatally distingui^'d, why 
'' Cast in one lot, confounded, himpt in death ? 

*' Ere yet in bein^, was mankiiid in guilt P 
'' Why thunder'd tiiis peculiar clause t^^inst us, 
" All-mortal and alt-wretched ?~Have the skies 
'' Reasons of state their subjects may not scan, 
^^ Nor humbly reason, when they sorely sigh ? 
" AlUmortal and alUwretched ! — ^Tis too much ; 
" Unparallerd in nature : Tis too much j 
" Ob being umiequested at thy hands, 
'' Omnipotent ! for I see nought but powV. 

'< AM why see that ? Why thought ? To toil ^d eat, 
" Then make our bed in darkness, needs.no thought. 
'' What superfluities are reas'ning souls? 
" O give eternity ! or thought destroy. 
" But without tliooght our curse were half unfelt ; 
" Its blunted edge would spare the throbbing heart ; 
" And, therefore, 'tis bestow'd, I thank thee, Reason, 
" For aiding Ule*s too small calamities, 
" And giving being to the dread of death. 
^' Such aretiiy bounties ! — Was it then too much 
'^ For me to trespass on the brutal rights? 
" Too mucli for heav'n to make one emmet more ? 
^ Too much for chaos to permit my mass 
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^ A longe^tay with esteftees valmwi^t, 

** UnfashioD *d, uDtormeiited into man f 

'* Wretched preferment te tbis round (^ptins t 

*< Wretched capacity of frenzy, thought ! 

" Wretched capacity of dying, life ! 

<* Life, thought, worth, wisdom, all (O fonl revolt 

*< Once frieiMis to peace, g«ne over to the foe. 

" Death then, has cbang'd its nature too . O death ! 
" Come to my bosom, thou best gift of heav'n ! 
<' Best fiieud of man ! since roan is man no more. j 
^' Why in this thorny wilderness so long, I 

'< Since there's no promised land*s ambrosial bow'r^ 
" To pay roe with its honey for my stings ? 
** If neediul to the selfish schemes of heav'n 
" To stin^ us sore, why mockM our misery ? 
'< Why this so sumptuous insult o*er onr heads? 
^ Why this illustrious canopy displayed ? 
*' Why so magnificently lodg'd despair } 
<* At stated periods, sure-returning, roll 
** These glorious orbs, that mortals may corop«te 
*< Their length of labours, and of pains ; nor lose 
" Their misery's full measure? — Smiles with flow'rs, 
** Aud fruits, promiscuous, ever teeming earth, 
'< That man may hmguish in luxurious scenes, 
*' And in an Eden mourn his witlier djoys ? 
'' Claim earth axtd skies man's admiration, doe 
'^ For such delights } Blest animals I too wise 
^* To wonder ; and too happy to complain! 

'^ Our doom decreed demands a mournful scene : 
" Why not a dungeon dark, for the condemn'd, 
*^ Why not the dragon's subterranean den, 
^' For man to howl in ? Why not his abode- 
'^ Of the same dismal colour with his fate ? 
" A Thebes, a Babylon, at vast expense 
** Of time, toil, treasure, art, for owls and adders,. 
^* As congruous, aft, for man, this lof^y dome, 
'^ Which prompts proud thought, and kindles h^ 
'^ If, from her humble chamber in the dust, [desire^ 
*^ While proud thought swells, and high desire inflamcsj 
" The poor worm calls us for her inmates there j 
* And, round us, death's inexorable hand 
^ Draws the dark curtain close ; undrawano mttei 
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<< Undrawn no more i-^BehkicI tbe cloud of deatb^ 
^ Once, I. beheld &sao ; a sun which gilt 
^< That sable cloud, and turn'd it all to golfl : 
'^ How the grave's altered ! Fathomless, as hell ! 
" A real heU to those who dreamt of lieav'n. 
<< Annihilation ! how it yawns before me ! 
^ Next moment I may drop from thought, from settle, 
^* The privilege of angeJs, and of worms, 
^ An outcast li)om existence ! and this spirit, 
'* This all>pervading, this all-conicious soul, 
* This particle of energy divine, 
*' Wbidii travels nature, flies from star to star^ 
'^ And vi^ts god»i, and emulates theu* pow'rs, 
^Forever is extinguished. Horror! Death! 
** Death of that death I fearless once surveyed !— 
" When horror universal shall descend, 
" And heav'n*s dark concave urn all human race,. 
<*Oii thatenormou8,unrefundingtomb, 
'^ ijow just this verse ! this momuuental sigh !'*' 

Beneath the lumber of demolished worlds, 
I)eep M» the rubbish of the general wreck. 
Swept ignominious to the common mass 
Of matter, never dignify'd with life, 
Her^ie proud rationals ; the sons of heav'n ! 
TIteTords of earth ! The property of ujorms I 
Beings of yesterday, and no to-morrow? 
Who Uc'd in teiror, and in pangs expir'd / 
All gone to rot in cliaos : or, to maJce 
Tlieir happy transit into blocks or brutes^, 
Nor longer sully their Creator's name. 

Lorenzo^ hear, pause, ponder, and pronounce. 
Just is this kistoi-y. ? If such is man, 
Mankind's historian, tlio' divine, might weep : 
And dares Lorenzo smile ? — I. know thee proud f 
For once let pride befriend thee : pride Ipoks pal^ 
At such a scene, and sighs for something more, 
^mid thy boasts, presumptions, and displays,. 
And art thou then a^adow ? Less than shade i^ 
A nothing ? less than nothing ? To have been, 
And not pi be, is lower than.unboja. 
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Art tlMHiambitioiis? Why then flmke the worm 
Thine eqaal ? Runs thy taste of pleisiire high f 
Why patronise sore death of ev'ry joy? 
Charm Hches ? Why choose bera^'ry in the grave, 
Of ev'ry hope a bankmpt ! and lor ever ? 
Ambition, pleasure, avarice, persuade thee 
To mi^e that world of glory, rapture, wealth, 
They •lately prov'd they souFs siqsreme desire. 

What art thou made of? Rather how unmade ? 
Great Nature's master-appetite destroyM I 
Is endless life, and hi^ppniess, despis'd ? 
Or botbwish'd, here, where neither can beibund? 
Such man's perverse, eternal war with heaVn ! 
Dar'st thou persit ? And is there nought on earth, 
Bat a long thnn of transitory hnpa, 
Rising, and breaking, millions in an hour ? 
Rubbles of aiantastic deity, blown up 
In sport, and then iq cruelty destroyed P 
Oh 1 for what crime, unmerciful Lorenzo ! 
Destroys thy scheme the who!e of human race? 
Kind is fell Lucifer, compared to thee : 
Oh ! spare this waste of being half-divine ; 
And vmdicate th' economy of heav'n. 

Heav'n is all love ; all joy in giving joy : • 
It never had created, but to bless : 
And shall it, then, strike off the hst of life, 
A being blest, or worthy so to be ? 
Heav'n starts at an annihilating God. 

Is that, all Nature starts at, thy d^re ? 
Art such a clod to wish thyself all cla^ ? 
What is that dreadfiil wi^h ?-r-The dying groan 
Of nature, murdered by the blackest guilt 
Wbat deadly poison has thy nature drank ? 
To nature undebanch'd no (shock so great ; 
Nature's first wish is endless happiness ; 
Amiilulatiou is an after-thought, 
A monstrous wish, unborn till virtue dies. 
And,^ph ! what depth of horror lies inclos'd ! 
For non-existence no man ever wish*d. 
But, first, he wi^d the Deity destroyed. 

Clothe Sixth Night. 
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If 80; what worcb are dark enough to draw 
Thy {yicture trtfe? The darkest are too fahr. 
Beneath what baneful pbrnet, hi what hour 
Ofdesperatioff, by what fhry's aid^ 
hi^wbat infernal postiite of the sou!, 
An heH invited, and all hell in joy 
At such a birtb,\a birth so Hear pf kio, ' 
Did thy foul (kacy whelp %o black a scheme 
Of hopes abortive, fhculties half-blown, 
And deities b^on^ rednc'd to dust? 
I There's non^t (thon say'st) but one eternal flux- 
Of feeble essences, tumultuous driven ^ 
Tlacl' tinted rough billows into dgfaf s abyss. 
Say, in ifaie rapid tide of^huihan min, 
Is there no rock, on which man's tossing thougj^t 
Can rest from terror, dare his &te survev, 
An^ boldly think it something to be born? 
Amid such hourly wrecks of being fair, 
Is there no central, aH>sustaining base, 
All reahEmg, all -connecting po^r, 
Which, as it called forth all things, can recali, 
And. force destruction to refund her spoil? 
Command the grave restore her taken prey ? 
' Bid death*8 dark vale its human harvest yield, 
And earth, and ocean, pay their debt of'^man^ 
True to tlie grand depodt trusted there? 
Is there no potentate, whose out-stretch'd arm, 
When rip'ning time calls forth th' appointed hour, 
Pluck'd from foul devastation's famished maw, 
Binds present, past, and future, to his throne f 
His throne, how glorious, thus divinely grac'd. 
By germinating beings clnsfring round f 
A ga«land worthy the Drrtnity ! 
A throne, byHeav'ii's omnipotence in smiles, 
Built (like a Pharos tow*riug ih the waVes) 
Amidst immense effusions of liib love ! 
An ocean of communicated bliss ! 

An all prolific, all-preiierving Godf 
I Thii were a God indeed. — ^And such is maD; 
As here presumed : he rises from his fail. 
Tbink'st thou Omnipotence a naked root, 
- G ^ , 
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Each blossom i^r of Deity destroy'd ^ 

Nothing is dead ; nay, notiiiog sleeps ; each soul^ * 

'iliat ever animated human dav, * 

Now wakes; is on the wing : And where, O where^ 

Will the swarm settle ?—When*the tmmpers call, 

As sonnduig brass,, collects us^ round heaVn's throne 

Conglob'd we bask in everlasting day, 

(Paternal splendor) and adhere for ever. 

Had not the soul this ondet to the s^es. 

In this vast vessel of the universe. 

How should we gasp, as in an empty void ! 

How in the pangs m famish'd hope expire ! 

How bright my prospect shines I How gloomy thine I 
A trembling world ! and a devouring God ! 
Earth, but the shambles of Omnipotence ; 
Heaven's face all stained with causeless massacres 
Of countless millions, born to feel the pang 
Of being lost, Lorenzo, can it be ? 
This bids us shudder at the tltoughts of Hfe. 
Who would be bom to such a pl^tom woHd^ 
Where nought substantial, but our misery.! 
Where joy (if joy) but heightens our distress. 
So soon to perish, and revive no. more? 
The greater such a joy, the more it pains. 
A world,, so far from great (and yet how great- 
It shines tp thee !) there's nothing real iu it ; 
Bemg, a shadow ! ccnscionsness a dream ! 
A dream, how dreadful ! Universal blank 
Before it, and behind! Poor man, a. spark 
From non-existence struck by wrath divine, 
Glitt'ring a moment, nor that moment sure, 
'Midst upper, nether, and surrounding night, 
His sad, sure,.8uddeu, and eternal tomb ! % 

Lorenzo, dost thou feel these arguments? 
Or is there nought but vengeance can be felt?' 
How hast thou dai-'d the Deity dethrone? 
How dar'd indict him of a world like thi»? 
If such the world, creation was a crime ; 
Eor what is crime, but cause of misery ? 
Retract, blasphemer! and unriddle this, 
Of endless arguments, above, below. 
Without us, and within, the short result — 
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** If man's imnaortal^ there'fr a Crod ip beav*n.*' 

• But wherefore such redandaocy ? such .waste 
Of argoment? One sets my soul at rest! 
One obvioDs, and at hand, and, Oh ! — at heart. 
So just the skies, Philander s life so pain'd, 
Hish^art so pure ; tliat, or succeeding scenes 
Have palms to give, or ne'er had he been born. 

" Wiat an old tale is this !" Lorenzo cries. — 
I grant this argiunent is old ; but truth 
No years impair ; and had not this been true,. 
Thon never hadst despis'd it for its a^e. 
Truth is immortal as thy spiil ; and rable 
As fleeting as thy joys: Be wise, nor make * 
Hcav'n's lughest blessing, vengeance ! O be wise ! 
Nor make a curse of immortality. 

Say, know'st thou what it is ? Or what thou art ? 
Know'st thon the importance of a soul immortal f' 
Behold this midnight glory : worlds on worldsj 
Amazing pomp ! Redouble this amaze ! 
Ten thousand add ; and twice ten thousand more ;. 
Then weigh the whole ; one soul outweighs them all 
And calls th' astonishing magnificence 
Of unintelligent creation poor. 
For this, believe not me ;. no man believe ; 
Trust not in words, but deeds; ai^d deeds no less^ 
Than those of the Supreme ;. nor his, a few ; 
Consult them all ; consulted all proclaim 
Thy soul's importance: Tremble at thyself; 
For whom Omnipotence has wak'd so long : 
Has wak'd, and work'd, for ages ; fiom the birth 
Of nature to this unbelieving hour. 

In tliis small province qf his vast domain , 
(AU nature bow, while I pronounce his name !) 
IVlfat has God done, and not Cor this sole end, 
' To rescue souls from death ? the soul's high price 
Is writ in all the conduct of the skies, 
The sonfs high price is tiie creation's key, 
Unlocks its mysteries, and naked lays 
The genuine cause of ev'ry deed divine : , • 
That is the chain of ages, which maintains 
Their obvious correspondence, and unites 
Most distant periods in one blest design : 
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That, is the migbty binge, on wbieh have tani*d 

All revolution's^ wheflier we regard 

The natYal, civil, or reli^ous world ; 

The former two, bat servants to the titird': 

To that their duty done, they both expire, 

Their mass new-cast, forgot their deeds renown'd; 

And aosels ask, ** Where once fliey shone so fair ?'* 

To Un us from this abject, to subKme ; 
This flux, to permanent; this dark, to day) 
This foul, to pure ; this turbid to serene; 
This mean, to mighty ! — for this glorious end 
Th* Almighty, rising, his long sabbath broke ! 
The world was made ; was ruin*d ; vms restor'd ; 
Laws from the skies were published ; were repeal'd ; 
On earth, kin^, kingdoms, rose; kings, kingdoms, fell; 
Fam'd sages bghted up the pagan world ; 
Prophets from Sion darted a keen glance 
Thro' distant age ; saints travell'd ; martyrs bled ; 
By wonders sacred nature stood controll'd ; 
The living were translated ; dead were rais'd ; 
Angels, and more tGan angds, came from heav'n ; 
And, Oh ! for tins, descended lower still ; 
Guik was hell's gloom -, astonish'd ait his guest 
For one short moment Lucifer ador'd : 
Lorenzo ! and wilt thou do less ? — For this, 
Tlmt hallo w'd page, fools scoff at, was inspir'd, 
Of all these truths thrice- venerable code ! 
Deists perfoiTTi your quarantine ! and then 
Fall prostrate ere you touch it, lest you die. 

Nor less intensely bent iirfemal pow'rs 
To mar, than those of light, this end to gain. 
O whara scene is here ! — Lorenzo, wake, 
Rise to the thought ; exert, expand thy soul , 
To take the vast idea : It denies 
All else the name of great. Two waning worlds ! 
Not Europe against Afric ; warring worlds, 
Of more tlian mortal ! mounted on the wing! 
On ardent wings of energy, and zeal. 
High-hov'ring o'er this little brand of strife ! 
This sublunary ball—But strife, for what ? 
In their own cause conflicting ? No ; in thine, 
la man's. His singls iut'rest blows the flame ; 

Digitized by Google 



THE INFIDEL RECLAIMED. 149 

His the sole stake ; bis fate the tnunpet sounds, 
Which kindles war immortal. How it bums ! 
Tomaltuoos swarms of deities in arms ! 
Force, force opposing, till the waves run high,. 
And tempest nature's universal sphere. 
Sncb Qpposites eternal, stedfast, stern, 
Snch foes implacablis, are good, and ill ; [them. 

Yet man^ vain man, would mediate peace between 

Think not this fiction : *^ There was war in heaven." 
From heaven's hi^ crystal mountain, where it hung, 
Th* Almi§^tY'^ out-stretch'd arm took down his bow. 
And shot his indignation at the deep : 
Re-thonder'd hell, and darted all her fires. — 
And seems the stidce of little momejit still? 
And slnmbers man, who sinely caus'd the storm? 
Hejleep!i.-^And art thou shock'd at mysteries? 
The greatest, Thou. . How dreadful to reflect, 
What ardour, care, and counsel, mortals cause 
In breasts divine ! How little in their own ! 

Where'er I turn, hov«r new proofs pour upon me ! 
How happily this wondrous view supports 
My former argument ! How strongly strikes 
Inunortal Iife*s full demonstration, here ! 
Why this exertion? Why this strange regard 
From beav'n's Onmipotent indulge to man ? ^ 
Because, in man, the gloHous, dreadiiil pow'r^ 
Extremely to be pain'd, or bless, for ever. 
Duration pives importance ; swells tl^ price. 
An angel, if a ereature of a day. 
What would he be ?- A trifle of no weight j 
Or stand, or fidl ; no matter which ; he's gone^ 
Because unmor^, therefore is indnlg'd 
This strange regard of deities to dust,^. 
Hence, heav'n boks down on eajrth with all her eyet> 
gence, the so^Ps mighty moment- in her sight; 
Hence, ev'17 soul has partisans above, 
And erry thought a critic in the skies : 
Hence clay, vile clay ! has angels for its gum%l,Q^ 
And ey'ry guard a pa8^ion for his charge : 
Hence from all age, the cabmet divine 
Has held high counsel o*er thi^ fate of man.. 
Nor haye the clqnds those gracious cpunsewhi'* 
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Angels undrew the curtain of Ihe throne, 

And Providence came forth to meet mankind : 

In varions modes of emphasis and awe, 

He spoke his will, and trembling natore beard ; 

He "poke it iond, in tiiunder and in storm. 

Witness, thou Sinai!* whose cloud-cover'd height^ - 

And shaken basis, own*d the present God : . 

Witness, ye billows !t whose returning tide, 

Breaking the chain that fastened it in air. 

Swept Egypt, and her menaces, to hell I 

Witness, ye flames th* Assj^rian tyrant blew^ 

To sevenfold rage, as impotent, as strung : 

And thou, eartii ! witness, whose expanding jaws 

Closed o*er presumption's sacrilegious sons :§ 

Has not each element m turn subscrib'd 

The sonFs high price^ and sworn it to the wise ? 

Has not flame, ocean, ether, earthquake, strove 

To strike this truth thro' adamantine man ? 

If not all-adamant, Lorenzo ! hear ; ^ 

All is delusion, Nature is wrapt up. 

In tenfold night, from reason's keenest eye ; 

There's no consistence, meaning, plan, or end, ' 

In all beneath the sun, in all above, 

^As far as man can penetrate) or heav'n 

Is an immense, inestimable prize ; 

Or all is ncfdiing, or that pnze is all. — 

And f hall each toy be still a match for heaVn'? 

And full eottivalent for groans below ? 

Who woulanot give a tnfle to prevent 

What he would give a fliousand worlds to cure? 

Lorenzo, thou hast seen (if thine, to see) 
All nature, and her Ood (by nature^ course, 
^nd nature s course controlled) declare ibr me: 
lie skies above proclaim '< Immortal man!^ 
nd << Man immortal !" all below resounds. 
tie world's a system of^theology, 
ead by the greatest strangers to the schools ; 
honest, learned : and sages o'er a plough. 
AS not, Lorenao, then impos'd on thee 
Jliis h^rd alternative ; or, to renounce^ 

• Kxod. sIk. is, IB. t Exod. xiv. 27C 
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Thy reaflOB, aod thy sense ; or, to beliSFe > 
What then is tmbcHef? Tis an exploit ; 
A strenuous enterprise : to gain it, man 
Must burst thro' ev*ry bar of common sense, 
Of common shame, nuignanimously wrong, 
n^nd what rewards the sturdy combatant? 
His prize, repentance ; infamy his crown. 

But wherefore infamy ?*-^of want of faith, 
Down the steep precipice of wrong he slides : 
Tbere*8 nothing to snpport him in the right. 
Faith in the future wanting, is, at least 
In embryo, ev'ry we^akness, ev*ry guilt; 
And strong, temptation ripens it to birth. 
If this life's gain invites him to the deed. 
Why ilot his country sold, his fathers slain ? 
^ Tis virtue to purstie our good supreme ; 
And his supreme, his only good is here. 
Ambition, av'riee, by the wise disdain'd, 
Is perfect wisdom, while mankind are tools, 
And think a t«f, or tpmb-stone, covers all : 
These find employment, and provide for sense 
A richei^ pasture, and a larger range ; 
And sense by ri^t divhne ascends the throne, 
Wben virtue's prize and project are- no more : 
Virtue no more we think the will of heav'n. 
Would heav'n quite beggar virtue, if belov'd? 

" Has virtue charms ?*' — I grant her heav'niy fair ; 
But if unportion'd, all will interest wed ; 
Tho* that our admiration, this our Choice. 
The virtues grow on immortality ; ' 
That root dcstroVd they wither and expire. 
A Deity believ'd, will nought avail ; 
Rewards, and punishments, make God ador'd ; 
And hopes and fears give conscience all her pdw'r 
As in the dying parent dies the child, 
Virtue, witii immortality, expires. 
Who tells me he denies his soul immortal, 
Whate'er his boast, has told me, he's a knave^ 
His duty 'tis, to love himself alone ; 
Nor care, tho' mankind perish, if be smiles. 
Who thinks ere long the man shall wholly die, 
Is dead already, nought but bmte survives. 
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And are tiiere such ? — Sach cuidi<iatet tbiiteare 
For more than death -, for utter loss of being, 
B«*in|r, the ba>is of the Deity ! 
Ask yov the cause ?-~The cause they will notteli j 
Nor need the^ : Ob, the sorcei:ies of sense! 
They T?ork this transformatioB on the soul, * 

Dismount her like the serpent at the GiW, 
Dismount her from her native wing (which sear'd 
£re*while ethereal heiglUs) and throw her down, 
To lick the dust, and crawl^ in such a thought. 

Is it in words to pamt you ? O ye fall'n ! 
Fairn from tlie wings of reason, and €if hope! 
Erect in stature, prone in appetite ! 
Patrons of pleasure, posting into pain \ 
Lovers of argument, averse to sense ! 
Boasters of liberty, fast bound in chains ! 
Lords of the wide creation, and the shame ! 
More i-enseless than th* irrationals you scorn ! 
More base than those yon rule! Than those you pitj 
Far more undone ! O ye most infamous 
Of beings, fro|n superior dignity! 
Deepest in woe from means of boundless bHss! 
Ye cur^ by blessings infinite ! Because 
Most highly favour'd, most profoundly lost! 
Ye motley mass of contradiction strong { 
And are you, too^ convinc'd, your souls fly off 
In exhalation soft, and die in air, 
From the Qill flood of evidence against you ? 
In the coarse drudgeries and sinks of sense. 
Your souls have quite worn out the dmke of heav'o^ 
By vice new*east, and creatures of your own : 
But tho' you can deform, you can't destroy ; 
To curse, not ikncreate, is aH your pow'r. 
Ixtrenzo, this black brotherhood ren()uncci 
enounce St Evremont* and read St. Paul, 
e wrapt by miracle, by reason win^d, 
s mountine mind macte long abode m heaVn. 
lis is free thinking, unconfln'd to parts, 
» send the soul on curious travel bent, 
jro' all the provinces of human thought ; 

• Ao Iiifi<|el writer. 
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To dart lier flight, thro' the whole sphere ^f man ^ 
Of this vast universe to make the tour ; 
Ja each recess of space, and time, at home ^ 
Fan^iar mtb their wonders ; diving^deep, 
And, Uke a prince of boundless iuf rests there,. . 
Still most ambitious of tiie most remote ; 
To look on truth unbroken, and entire } 
Truth m the system, the full orb ; where tmihi 
By troths enlighten'4, and'sustaiu'd, afford 
An arch^ke strong foundation, to support 
Th* incumbent weieht of absolute, complete 
Conviction ; here the more we press, we stand 
More firm :.. wha most examine most believe. 
Parts ; like half-sentences, confound ! The whole . x 
Conveys the sense,, and God is understood ; 
Who not in fragments writes to human race ;. 
Read his whole volume. Sceptic ! then reply. 

This, this, is thinking iree, a -thought that grasps^ 
Beyond a gram, and looks beyond an hour. 
Turn up thine eye, survey this midnight scene ;- 
What are earth's lungdoms, to yon boundless orbs-/ 
Of humau souls, one day, the dastin'd range i 
And what yon boundlesst od)s, to godlike man ? 
Those num'rous worlds that throng the firmament^ 
And ask more space in heaven, can roll at large 
In man's capacious thought, and still leave room 
For ampler orbs ; for new creations, there. 
Can sad) a soul contract itself, to ^pe 
A point of no dimension, of no weight? 
It can: it does: the world is such a point: 
And, of that point, how small a p^rt enslaves ! 

How smaU a part! — of nothing^^hall I say? 
Why not ? Friends, onr chief treasure ! how they drop *" 
Lucia, Narcissafair, Philander, gone ! 
The grave, like fabled Cerberus, has op'd 
A triple mouth y and, in an awful voice,. 
tdina calls my soul, and utters all I sing. 
How the wotOd falls to pieces round about us ^ 
And leaves us in a ruin of our joy ! 
What says this transportation of my friends? 
It bids me love the place where now thev dvrelh . 
G2 ; *^ 
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And Mon» tins -wretched spot, tiiey leave so poor. 
"Eternity's vast ocean- yes before tliee ; 
There, there, Lorenzo ! thy Clarisaa sAils. 
tMve thy minid sea-room ; keep it wide of eiri^, 
That roek of sonis immortal ; cut l^y cord ; 
'Weigh anchor ; spread thy sails ; eaH ev*rv wind; 
.^ye thy ^p^at pole-«tar ; make ike land of life. 

TwO'kmds of life has donble-natnr'd man, 
And two of death ; the last fiir more* severe, 
Life animal is nnrtnr'd by ttiewn ; 
Thrives on his bounties, trinrnphsin his beanisv 
Life rational subsists on higher food. 
Triumphant in his beams who made the day. 
Wheli v(e leave tiiat sun, and are lelt by this, 
(The fate of all who die m stubborn guilt) 
'Tis utter darkness ; strictly double death. 
We sink by no judicial stroke of heav'n, 
But ttature*s course; as sure as plumbets Ml. 
Since God, or^an, must alter, ere they meet, 
^Since light and darkness blend not in one sphere) 
Tis manMest, Lorenzo ! who must change. 

If, then, tiiat dovible death should prove thy lot, 
Blune not the bowels of the Deity : 
Man shall be blest, as ilu* as man permits. 
Not man alone, all rationals, beav'n arms 
With an iUustrious, but tremendous pow'r 
To counteract its own most jgradous ends ; 
And this, of strict necessity, not choice ; 
That pow'r deny'd, men, aiigels, were no move. 
But passive enguies, void of praise, or blame. 
A nature rational implies the pow'r 
Of bemg blest, or wretched, as we please ; 
Hse idle reason would have nought to do ; 
And he that would be ban^*d capacity 
Of pain, courts incapacity of bliss. 
HeaVn wiUs our happiness, allows our doom -, 

\vites us ardently, out not compels ; 

eav'n but persuades ; almighty man decrees ; 

an is the maker of immor^ lates, 

an fallc by man, if finally he ftUs ; 

id fall he must, who learns from death alone 

Ixe dreadful secret— That he lives/or ever. 
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Why this to llieef— Thee yet, perba^, in donki 
Of second life? But wbere&Mre doubtful still ? 
Eternal life i» ■atiire*8 ardent wish : 
What ardently we wish, we soon believe ; 
Thy tardy £utb declares that wish destroyed : 
What has destroy'd it ?— Shall I tell thee, What ^ 
When fear'd the fotere, 'tis no longer wii^d ; 
Ai^ when imwtsh'd, we strive to disbelieve. 
** Thus infidelity our guUt betrays." 
Nor that the sole detection ! blush, Lorenzo, 
Blush for hypocrisy, if not for guilt. 
The future fear'd ? — ^An infideJ ! — and fear ! 
Fear what ? a dream? a fable? How thy dread,. 
UowiUing evidence, and therefore strong, 
Affords my cause an undesign'd 8U|>portT 
How disbelief ai9&rms, what it demes ! 
" It, unawares, asserts immortal Ufe.*' — 
Surprising ! Infidelity turns out 
A creed, and a confession of our sins : 
Apostates, thus, are orthodox divines. 

Lorenso, witii Lorenzo clash no more : 
Nor longer a trauspai^^t vizor wear. 
Tbuik'st thou, religion only has her mask ? 
Our infidels are Satan's hypocrites, 
Pretend the worst, and, at the bottom, fail. 
When visited by thought (thought will intrude)^ 
like him they serve, they tremble, and believe. 
Is there hypocri^ty so foul as this ? 
So fiital to the wel&re of the world ? 
What detestation, what conteippt, their due I 
And if unpaid, be tfaank'd for theur escape 
That christian candour they strive hard to scora. 
If not for that asylum, they might find 
A hell on earth ; nor 'scape^a worse below. 

With insolence, and impotence of thought^ 
Instead of rackii^; fimcy, to refute, 
Reform thy manners, and the truth ci^joy.-— 
But shall I dare confess the dire resitlt ? 
Can thy proud reason brook so black a brand ? 
From purer manners, to subiimer faith, * 

Xs nature's unavoidable ascent; 
An.honest Deist, where the Gospel shineF, 
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Matur'd to not»ler,1ii tlie Christisoi ends. 
*When that blesit change arrires, e'en cast aside 
This song soperfloons ; IHb immortal strikes 
Conviction, ra a flood of liglit divine. 
A Christian dwells, like * Uriel, in tiie son. 
Meridian evidence puts donbt to fl^t ; 
* And ardent hope anticipates the skies. 
Of that bright sup, Lorenzo, scale the sphere ! 
^is^dsy ; it uivites thee ; it descends 
From heav'n to woo, and waft thee whence it came: 
Read and revere the sacred page -, a page 
Where triumphs immortality ; a page 
Which not the whole creation could produce ; 
Which not the conflagration shall destroy ; 
In nature*s ruins not one letter lost : 
'Tis printed in the mind of gods for ever. 

In proud disdain of what e'en gods adore. 
Dost smile ?— Poor vnnetch ; thy guardian angel weeps. 
Angels, and men, assent to what I sing ; 
Wits smile, and thank me for ray midnight dreanL 
How vicious hearts flime frenzy to the brain ! 
Parts push us on to pride, and pride to shame ; 
Pert infidelity is wif s cockade. 
To grace the brazen t)row that braves tlie skies, 
By loss 'of being, dreadfully secure. 
Lorenzo ! if thy doctrine wins the day, 
'And drives my^^reams, defeated, from the field ; 
If this is all, if earth a flnal scene, 
Take heed ; stand ^t ; be sure to be a knave ; 
A knave in grain ; ne*er devhite to the right : 
iShouldst thou be good — How infinite thy lossi 
"Guilt t>nly makes anmbilation gain ! 
Blest scheme! which life deprives of comfort, deatb 
Of hope ; and vriiich vice only recommends. 
If so, where, infide4s, your bait thrown out j, 
To catch weak converts f Where your lofitylioa^ 
Of zeal for virtue, and of love to man,? 
Annihilation ! I confess, in these. 

What can il&ctaim you ? Dare I hope profound 
philosophers the convert of a song? 

"^ See Miilon'a Earadise Lost. 
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Yet know^ itst title flatten you, not me ; 
Yonrs be the praise to make my title good ; 
Mine, to bless heav'n, tod triumph in your praise. 
But since bo pestilential your disease, 
Tfao* sovereign is the med'cine I prescribe. 
As yet, I'll neither triumph nor despair : 
But hope, ere long, my midnight dream will wake 
Your hearts, and teach your •'wisdom — to be wise : 
For why should souls immortal, made for bliss, ^ 
E'er wish (and-wish in vain!) tiiat souls could die? 
What ne'er can die* Oh ! grant to live ; and crown 
The wish, and aim, and labour of the skies; 
Increase, and enter on the joys of Heav'n : 
Tims shall my title pa«s a sacred sed. 
Receive an imprimature from above, 
While angels shout — ^An Infidel reclaimed ! 

To close, Lorenzo ! spite of all my pains. 
Still seems it grange, that thou shorn dst live for everl 
Is it less strange, that thou shouldst live at all? 
lliis is a miracle ; and that no more. 
Who gate beginning, can exclude an end. 
Deny thou art , then, doubt if thou «hatt be. 
A miracle with miracles inclos'd, 
Is man : and starts bis faith at what is stran^el 
What less than wonders, from tiie wonderful ; 
What less than miratles, from Ood, can flow ? 
Admit a God — that mystery supreme ! 
That cause uncaus'd ! All other wonders cease; 
Nothing is marvellous for him to do : 
Deny Inm — ^All is mystfery besiide^; 
Millions of mysteries ; Each darker far 
Tlian tiiat thy wisdom wouid^ unwisely, shun. 
If weak thy faith, why choose the harder side ? 
We nothing know, but what is marvellous ; 
Yet what is marvellouf^, we can't believe. 
So weak our reason, and so great our God, 
What most surprises in the sacred page, 
Or full as strange, or stranger, nrast be true. 
Faith is not reason's labour ; but repose. 

To faith and virtue, why so backward, man? 
Fxom hence : — ^The present strongly atrikes us 9^ 
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The futti^, iiuotly : can w^tkm, be mtn? 

If meiiy^Lorenzo ! tlie reverse is rmfat 

Rea«OD is man's peculiar : sense, Se brute's. 

The present is the scanty realm of sense -, 

The future^ reason's empire unconfin'd : 

On that emending all her godlike pow'r, 

6he plans, provid^ expatiates, triomphs, there ; 

There bnilds her blessuigs^, there expects her pnuse; 

And nothing asks of fortune, or of men. 

And what is reason ? Be she, thns, defined ; 

Reftson is i:^;>right stature in the soul. 

Oh ! be a man j — and strive to be a god. 

" For what f (thou say *t )— to damp the joys of life f 
No ; to give heart and substance to thy joys. 
That tyrant, hope, mark how she domineers; 
She bids us quit realities for dreams ; 
Safety, and peace, for hazard and alarm; 
That tyrant o*er the tyrants of the sotd, 
She bids ambition quit its taken prize. 
Spurn the luxuriant branch on which it sits, 
Tho' bearing crowns, to spring at distant game ; 
And plunge in toils and dan^rs — for repose. 
If hope precarious, and of thmgs, when gain'd. 
Of little moment, and as^little stay, 
Can sweeten toils and dsmgers into joys ; 
What then, that h5pe, which nothing can defeat. 
Our leave unask'd ? Rich hope of boundless bli8»! 
Bli^, past man's pow'r to paint it ; time's, to close I 

This hope is earth^s most estimable prise > 
This is man's portion, wl^e no more than man : 
Hope, of all passions, most befriends us here ; 
Passions of prouder name befriend us less* 
Joy has her tears, and transport has her death i 
Hope, like a cordial, innocent tho^ strong, 
Man's heart, at once, inspirits and serenes; 
"^or makes him pay his wisdom for bis joys ; - 

■s all, our present state can safely bear, 

ialth to the frame ! aiid vigour to the nund ! 

joy attemper d ! a chMis'a deli|[ht ! 

ke the iair summer-evenin(B[, mUd and sweet! 

is man's fuU dip ; hb paradise below ! 

A blest hereafter, then, or bop'd, or gaia't^ , 
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Is all ;— our whole of happiness : full proof, 

I ehose no trivifil or inglorious -theme. 

And know, ye foes to song ! (well-meaning men, 

Tho* quite forgotten* half your Bible's praise !) 

Important truths,, in spite of verse, may please : ' 

Grave minds yon praise ; nor can you praiat^ too mucb^ 

If there is weight in fm eternity. 

Let the grave listen ; — and be graver still. 

• The poetical parts of if. 
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And lias all natare^ then, espoBsM my part ? 
Have I brtb'd heav'n, and eartb,,to plead ai^aiast 
And is thy soul inmortal ? — What remains ? [tbee ^ 
All, all, Lorenzo : — Make immortal, blest. 
' Unblest immortals^ What can shock ns more ? 
And yet Lorenzo still affects the world ; 
There, stows his treasure ; thence, his title draWit. 
Man of the world ! (for such wonldst tlioa be calTd); 
And art thou prond of that in^rious style ? 
«Prond of reproach f For a reproach.it was^ 
In ancient days -, aud Christum, — in an a^f". 
When men were men, and not asbam-'d of heav*!!, 
Fir'd their ambition, as it crown'd their joy. 
Sprinkled with dews from the Castalian font,,. 
Fain wonld I re-baptize thee, and confer 
A pnrer spirit and a nobler name. 
^Tby fond attachments, fatal and inflam'd, 
Point out my path, andxlictat^ to my, song: 
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To thee, the woHdhow fm\ Imw ttrontfly stfikes 
Ambitioii ! aod gay pleasure stronser still ! 
Thy tr^le bane ! the triple bolt, umt lays 
Thy virtue dead ! be these my tnple theme; 
Nor shall thy wit, or wisdom, be forgot. 

Common the theme ; not so the song ; if she 
My song invokes, Urania, deigns to smile. 
The charm that chains us to ue world, her foe, 
If she iMssoIves, the man of earth, at once, 
Starts from his trance, and sighs for other ecenes ; 
Scenes^ where these sparks cnni^t, these stars, shaH ' 
Uonimiberfd sons, (for all things, as they are, [shine 
The blest behold ;) and, in one glory, poor 
Their blended blase on man's astonished sight : 
A bhoe, — the least illustrious object thfere^ 

Lorenzo! since eternal is at hand. 
To swallow time's ambition's ; as the vast 
Leviathan, the bubbles vain, that ride 
Ifighon the foaming billow ; what avail 
Hi^ titles, high descent, attainments higfa^ 
If Hnattaiii'd our highest ? O Lorenzo ! 
What lofly thoughts, these elements above, 
What towering hopQ^ what sallies from the sqo^ 
What grand surveys of destiny divine. 
And pompons presage of unfathom'd'iate, 
Sb^oid roll in bosoms, where a spirit bums, 
Bound for eternity ! In bosoms read 
By Him, who foibles in archanfeb »ees .' 
On human hearts he bends a jealous eye. 
And marks, and in heav'n's register inroUs 
The rise and progress of each option there ; 
Sacred to doomsdayj that the page unfolds. 
And spreads us to the gaze of gods and men. 

And vrliat an option, O Lorenzo ! thine ? 
This world ! and this, unrivall'd by the skies ! 
Aworid, where lust of pleasure, grandeur, gold. 
Three daemons that divide its realm^betwera them, 
^Vith strokes ai ternate bnfiet to and iro 
Man's restless heart, their q»ort, their flying ball » 
T9I, vrith the giddy circle^ sick and tir*d^ 
It pants for peace, and drops into despair. 
Suchls tiie w^rld l^ren^ sets abovQ 
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That g^tioQBpfwmiae, angels were eBteenCd 
Too mean to bring ; a promv^, their ador*4 
Descended to coromnmcatey and press. 
By counsel, miracle, )i^ death, on man, 
^uch is the world Lorenzo's wisdom woos, 
And on its thorny pillow seeks repose ; 
A pillow, which, like opiates ill prepared, 
IntOTacates, but not composes; fills 
The visionary mind with gay chimeras, 
All the wild trash of sleep, without the rest ; 
What nnfei^'d travel, and what dreams of joy ? 

How frail, men, thingsl how momentary both ! 
Fantastic chase, of shadows hiiiiting shades ! 
The gay, the busy, equal, tho' unlike ; 
Equal in wisdom, differently vrisei 
Thro' flow'ry meadovirs, and thro* dreary waste-s, 
One bustling, and one dancing, into death. 
There's not a day, but, to the man of thought, 
Betrays some secret, that throws new reproach 
On life, and makes hun sick of seeing more. 
The scenes of business tell us—** What are men ;" 
The scenes of pleasure — ** What is all bedde f. 
There, others we despise ; and here, ourselves. 
Amid di«cgust eternal, dwells delight ? 
^is approbation strikes the string of joy. 

What wondrous prize has kindled this career, 
'Stuns with the din, and chokes us with the dust. 
On life's gay stage, one inch above the grave ? 
The proud run up and down in quest of eyes ; 
The sensual in pursuit of something worse ; ' 
The grave, of gold ; the politic, of pow'r j 
And all, of other butterflies^ ^ ,vain ! 
As eddies draw things frivolous, and ligiit, 
How is man's heart by vanitjr drawn in ; 
On the swift circle of retummg toys ; 
Whurl'd, straw-like, round and round, and ft0> 
Where gay dentition darkens to despair! [ingulpt'4 

" This is a beaten track."— Is tliis a track 
^ould not be beaten ? Never beat enough, 
ra enough learnt the truths it would inspire. 
ShaU truth be silent because folly frovras ? 
Turn the worid's history j what find we ther*^ 
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Bnt forttme*s sports, or nature's cruel claims, 

t)r woman's artifice, or man's revenge, 

And e^less inhumanities on man? 

Fame*8 trumpet seldom sounds, but, like the knel^ 

It brings bad tidings ! how it hourly blows 

Man's misadventures roundlhe list'ning world ! 

Man is the tale of narrative old time ; 

•Sad tale ; which high as paradise begins ; 

As if, the toil of travel to delude, 

From stage to stage, in bis eternal round, 

The days, his daughters, as the^ spin our hours 

Ontfortune's wheel, where accident unthought 

Oa, in a moment, snaps life's strongest thread, 

Each, in her turn, some tragic story tells, 

With, now-and-then, a wretched farce between ; 

And fiUsbis chronicle with human woes. 

Time's daughters, true as tiiose of men, deceive us ; 
Not one, but puts some cheat on aH mankind : 
•While in their fathers bosom , not yet ours, 
They flatter our fond hopes ; and promise much 
Of amiable ; lyit hold him not o'er-wi<e, 
Who dares to trust them ; and laugh round the year, 
At still-conflding, «tiH confounded man ; 
Confiding, tho' confounded ; hoping on, 
Untaught by tnal, unconvineM by proof, 
And ever looking for the never seen, 
life to the la^t, like harden'd fplons, lies^ 
Nor ovims itself a cheat, till it expires. 
-Its little joys go out by one and one, 
And leave poor man, at length, in perfect nigtit 
Night darker than what now m vol ves the pole. 

O Thon, who dost permit these ills to fall. 
For gniciousends,and wouldstthat man shonldmonm! 
O thon, whose hand^ this goodly fobric fram'd. 
Who know'st it best,and wouldst that man^houlakhow* 
What i - thin sublunary world ? A vapour ! 
A vapour all it holds ; itself, a vapour ; 
From the damp bed of chaos, by thy beam 
Exhal'd, ordain'd to swim its^destin'd hour 
In ambient ur, then melt, ai^d disappear. 
Earth's days are number'a, nor remote her doom ', 
A9 mortal, tho' less transient; tha^ |er ^^4[e 
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Yet they doat on her, as the world and they I 

Were both eternal, solid ; Thou, a dream. 

They doat, on what ? Immortal views a|Murt^ 
A region of outsides ! a land of shadows ! 
A fiiiitfbl field of flow'ry promises ! 
A wilderness of joys ! perplex'd with doubts^ 
And sharp with thorns ! A troubled ocean, spread 
With bold adventurers, their all on board ; 
No second hope, if here their fortune frowns? 
Frown soon it most Of various rates they sail, 
Of ensigns various ; all alike in this. 
All restless, anxious ; toss'd with hopes and fearv 
In calmest skies ; obnoxious all to storm ! 
And stomnr the most general blast of life ; 
All bomid ror happiness ; yet few provide 
The chart of knowledge, pointing where it lies ; 
Or virtue's helm, to shape the coprse designed ; 
All, more or less, capricious fate lament. 
Now lifted by the tide, and now resorb'd, 
And ^rther rrom their wishes than before : 
All, more or less, against each other ^asb. 
To mutual hurt, by gusts of passion dnv'n. 
And suffering more from folly than from iate. 

Ocean ! won dreadful and tumultuous b^rae 
Of dangers, at eternal war with man ! 
Death's capital, where most he domineers. 
With all his chosen tMrors frowning rounds 
(Tho' tately feasted high at Albion'^ * cost) 
Wifle-op'ning, and loud-:roaring still for more h 
Too faithful mirror ! how dost thou reflect 
The melancholy face of human life I 
The strong resemblance tempts me farther stUI^: 
AndhapIy^Britaip may be deeper struck 
By mortal truth, in such a mirror seen. 
Which nature holds for ever at her eye« 

Self-flatter'd, unexperienc'd, high in hope» 
When young, with sanguine cheer, and streaiiieisgi;^ 
We cut our cable, launch into the world. 
And fondly dream each wind and star our friend ; 
AU; in some darling enterprise embark'd : 

* Adffiind Qalcben, See, 
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Bat where is he can fathom ite ev^t ? 

Amid a imiltitnde of artlejss hands, ^^ 

Roitfs snre perquBite ! her lawful prize ! 

Some steer arigjit ; hot the black blast blows hard, ^ 

I And pufis them wide of hope : with hearts of proof. 

Fun agaidst wuid and tide, some win their way j 

And when strong effort has deserved the port, 

Aod togg'd it mto view, 'tis won ! 'tis lost ! 

TW strong their oar, still stronger 48 their fate : 

They strike ; and, while they tnnmph, they expire 

In stress of weather, most ; some onk outright; 

O'er them, and o*er their names, the billows close ; 

T(M«>rrow knows not they wereever boip. 

Others a short memorial leave behind, 

like a iSag fioatuig, when- tlie bark's ingulpf d ; 

It floats a moment, and is seen no more. 

One Caesar lives ; a thousand are forgot. 

How few beneath auspicious planets bom, 

(Darhngs of Providence ! fond fate's elect !) 

With swelling sails make good the promis'd port, 

With all their wishes freighted! yet-ev'n these, 

Freighted with all their wishes, soon complain : 

Free from misfortune, not from nature free. 

Tb^ s.till are men : and when is man secure ? 

As mtal time, as storm ? the rush of years 

Beats down their strength ? their numberless es(»pe^ 

In rain end : And, now, their proud success 

Bot plants new terrors en the victor's brow : 

What pain to^nit the world, just made their own, 

Their nest so deeply down'd, and built so high ! 

Too low-they build, who build beneath the stjirs. 

Woe then 'apart (if woe apart can be 
From mortal man) and fortune at our nod. 
The gay ! ridi { great! trinmpliant \ and august ! 
What are they ?— The most happy (strange to say I) 
Convince mc most of human misery : 
What are they ? Smiling wretches of to>morrow ! 
More wretched, then, than e'er their slave can be ; 
Theiif treach'rous blessings, at the day of need, 
like other faithless friends, unmask, and sting : 
Then, what provoking indigence in wealth ! 
^liat aggravated impotence ip power / 
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Ifigh titles, tbe9y wliat iasnlt oftbek* pain ! 
If tliat sole anchor, equal to the waves. 
Immortal hope ! defies m>t the rude stonn^ 
Takes comfort from the foaming billow's rage. 
And makers a welcome harbour of the tomb. 

Is tliis a sketch bf what thy soul admires ? 
^ But here (thou say'st) th^ miseries of 1^ 
'< Are huddled in a group. A more distinct . 
^< Survey, perhaps, might bring thee better news.'' 
Look on Ufe*s stages : They speak plainer still;. 
The plainer they^the deeper wilt tliou^igh. 
Look on thy lovely boy ; in him behold 
The best that can befall the best on 6lurtfa : 
The boy has virtue by his mother's side : 
Yes, on Florello look : a father's heart 
Is tender, tho' the man's is made of stone : 
The truth, tlu*o' such a medium seen may make 
Impression deep, and fondness prove thy friend. 
Florello, lately cast on this rude coast 
A helpless inmn} : now a heedless child ; 
To poor Clarissa's throes, thy care succeeds ; 
Care fill of love, and yet severe as hate ! 
O'er thy soul's joy how oft thy fondness frowns 
Needful austerities his will restrain ; 
As thorns fence in the tender plant from hann. 
As yet, bis reason cannot go alone : 
But asks a sterner nurse tp lead it oiu 
His httle heart is oflen terrify'd;. 
The blush of morning, in his dieek, tarns pale -, 
Its pearly dew-drop trembles ha hi* eye ; 
His harmless eye ! and drowns »a angel there. 
Ah! what avails his innocence? The task 
Iiyoin'd must discipline his early pow'rs ; 
He learns to sigh, ere he is known to sm ; 
Guiltless^ and ^ ! A wretch before the fall I- 
How cruel this ! more cruel to forbear. 
Our nature such, with necessary pains 
We purchase prospects of precarious peace: 
Tho' not a father, this might steal a sigh. 

Suppose him disciplined aright (if not. 
Twill sink our poor account to poorer still ;) 
Bipe fi:om the tutor, proud of Uberty^ 
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Fie leap» fnclotiirey bomids mto tiie world ; 
rhe world is taken, after ten years toil, 
Like ancient Troy ; and all its joys his owOv 
Alas ! the world's a totor more severe ; 
Its lessons hard, and ill deserve his pams : 
Unteaching all his virtaOas nature taught, 
Or books (fair virtae''s advocates!) inspird. 

For who receives him into public life ? 
I^Ten of the worlds the terrae-nltal breed, 
Welcome the modest stranger to their sphere, 
(Which glittered long, at dbtance, in his sight) 
And, in their hospitable arms inclose: 
Men, who tlfiok nought so strong of the romance, 
So rank knight-errant, as a real ftiend : 
Men, that act up to reason's golden rule, 
AH weakness or affection quite subdu'd : 
Men, that would blush at being thought sincere. 
And feign, for glory,the few f^lts ti^y want ; 
That love a lie, where truth would pay as well ; 
As if, to them, vice shone her own reward. 

Lorenzo ! canst thou bear a shocking sight? 
Such, for Florello's sake, 'twill now appear : 
See, the steel'd files of season'd veterans, 
TtainM to the world, in bomish'd falsehood bright -^ 
Deep iQ the fetal stratagems of peace : 
All soft sensation, in the throng rubb'd off; 
All their keen purpose, in politeness sheath'd : 
His friends eternal — during interest : 
His foes implacable — when worth their while : 
At vrar wi A every welfiMt;, but their own : 
As wise as Lucifer ; and half as good ; 
And by whom none, but Lucifer can gain— 
Naked, thro' these (so common fate ordains) 
Naked, of heart, his cruel course he runs, 
Stung out of all, most amiable in life. 
Prompt truth, and opep thought, and smiles unfeigned, 
Affection,' as his spec j|^s, wide diiffiis'd : 
Noble presumptions to mankind's renown i 
Ingenuous trust, and confidence of love. 

These cbdros to joy (^if mortals joy might claim> 
Will cost him many a sigh, tilj time, and pains. 
From the blow mi&tress of this school, experience,. 
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And her assistant, pansing, pafertfistnist, 
Purchase a dear-bought clue, to lead his youth 
lliro' serpentiDe obhquities of life, 
And the dark labyrinth of human hearts. 
And happy ! if the clue shall come so cheap ; 
For, while we learn to fence with public guilt, 
Full oft we feel its foul contagion too, 
If less than heav'niy virtue is our guard. 
Thus, a strange kind of curst necessity 
Brings down the sterling temper of his sonl, 
By IwAe alloy, to bear me current stamp 
Below called wisdom : sinks him into safety : 
And brands him into credit with the world : 
Where spacious titles dignify disgrace ; 
And natnre'slnjuries are arts of Kfe ; 
Where brighter reason prompts to bolder crimes ; 
And heav'niy talents make imemal hearts ! 
•That unsurmonntable extreme of guilt! 

Poor Machiavel ! who labour' d hard his plan, 
Forgot, that genius needs not go to school ! 
Forgot, that man without a tutor wise, 
His plan had practised, long before 'twas writ. 
The world's lUl title-page, Uiere*s no contents: 
The world's all iaee ; &e man who shews bis heart ; 
Is hooted for his nudities, and scom*d. 
A man I knew, who llv'd upon a smi e ; 
And well it fed him ; he look'd plump and ^r, 
Wbile rankest venom foam'dthro' ev'iy vein. 
Lorenzo, what I tell thee, take not ill! 
Living, he fawn*d on ev*iy fool alive j 
~And, dying, curs'd the friend on whom he liv'd. 
To such proficients thou art half a saint. 
In foreign realms'(for thou hast traveird far) 
How curious to contemplate two state^rooks. 
Studious their net^ts to leather in a trice, 
With all the necromantics of their art, 
Plaving the game effaces on each other. 
Making court sweet-meats of their latent gall. 
In foolish hope, to steal each other*i trust ; 
Both cbeatiniF, both exulting, both deceiv*d ; 
And, sometimes, both (let earth rejoice) undone ! 
Their parts we doubt not: bat be that their shame 
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i'^ men of talents, fit to nile mankind, 
' dtoop'to mean wile^, that would disgrace a fool? 

And lose the thanks of those few friends they serve; 

For who can thank the man he cannot see ? 
Why so much cover? It defeats itself. 

Ye that know all things ! know ye not men*« hearts 

Are therefore known, l>ecaa«'e .they are conceal'd ? 

For wliy conceaVd ? — The canse they need not tdl. 

I give him joy that's awkward at a he ; 

^Vhose feeble nature truth keeps still in awe ; 

His incapacity is his renown. 

T1^ great, 'tis manly, to disdain disgnise ; 

It sl^ws onr spirit^ or it proves our strength. 

Thou say'st, 'tis needfiil : Is it therefore right ? 

Howe'er, I grant it some small sign of grace. 

To strain at an excuse : And wouldst thou then 

Escape that cruel need ? Thou may'st, with case ; . 

Think no post needful that demands a knave. 

When late our civil helm was shifting hands, 

So P thought: Think better if you can. 

But this, how rare ! the pubUc path of life 

Is dirty :■— Yet allow that dirt its due, 

It makes the noble mind more noble still : 
; The world*s no neuter ! it will wound, or save ; ^ 

Our virtue quench, or indignation fire. 

You say, the world, well known, will make a man : 

The world, well known, will give oyr hearts to heav'n^ 
I Or make us daemons, long before we die. , 

To show how fair the world, thy mistress, shines, 
{ Take either part, sure ills attend the choice : 
I Sore, tbo' not equal, detriment ensues. 

Not virtue's self is deifi'd on earth j . 
Virtue has her relapses, conflicts, foes ; 
Foes that ne'er fail to make her fee} their hate. 
Virtue has her peculiar set of pains. 
True; friends to virtae, last, and least, complain :. 
But if they sigh, can others hope to smile i 
If wisdom has her miseries to mourn, 
How can poor folly lead a happy life ? - 
And if both suffer, what has earth to boast. 
Where be most happy, who the least laments ? 
H 
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Where macb, iniiefa pstience, the most eavfd iixttf 
And some fdrgiyeness, needs the best of fViends? ' 
for fHend, or happy life, who looks not h^her^ 
Of nettheir shall he find the diadbw here. 

The world's sworn advocate, i^ithout a fee, 
Lorenzo sinartly, with a smile replies; 
** Thus lar thy soiig is right : and all most dwn, 
** Vnrtne has her |»ecaliar set of j^ns. — 
" And joys pecnlnr who to vice denies ^ 
^* If vice it n, with natm^ to complj^ : 
<' If pride and sense, are so predommant, 
^* To che^k, not overcome them, makes a saint: 
<< Can nature in a plamer voice proclaira 
** Pleasnre, and glory, the chief good of man r'^ 

C^n pride ana sensoality, refpice ^ 
From pnrity of thon^^t, all pleasure springs : 
And, from an htomble spirit aU our peace. 
Ambition, pleasure ? Let us taik of these : 
X>f these, the porch, and academy talked : 
Of these, each following age had much to say : 
Yet unexhausted, still, the needful theme. 
Who talk^of these, to mankind all at once 
He talks : for where the saint f)rom either f^e ? 
Are these thy refuge ? — No; these rush upon thee, 
Thy vitals seize, an<L vulture-like, devotr ! 
I'll try, if I can pluck thee iVom Ihy rock^ 
l*roractheas! fVom thi:^ barren ball of eiirthi 
If reason can undiain thee, thou art free. 

And first, thy Caucasus, ambitipiK arik : 
Mountain oif torments ! feminenc^ of^woes ! 
Of courted woes ! and courted thro' mistake t 
- *SU not ambition charms thee : 'tis a cheat 

Will make thee start, as H at his Moor. 

Dost grasp at greatness? First, know what it is: 
Think '^t thou Siy gr^tness m distinction lies I. 
Not in the feather, wave4t e'er so high. 
By fortune stttck^o mark us fVom the throng;^ 
Is glory lodg'd : 'TIS lodg'd in the reverse: 
In that which joins, in that which equals all, 
. Hie monarch and his slave : '' A deathless nouly. 
^* Unbotmded prospect^ and immortal kin^ 
** A father |God, and brothers in the skies:" 
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Elder^ indeed, in time : l^ut less remote 

In exceflence, periiaps, than ttiotight by mm; 

Wlr^ f^«ater what can Mi, tban wiiat can rise* « 

If still delirions, now, Lorenzo, go ; 
And with tby liitt4>lown brothers of the worid, - 
Throw scorp aroond thee; cast it on tby slaves! 
Th¥ siaTe<, and eqaals : How scora cast on them 
Reboimds en thee! If man is mean^as man, 
Art thou »god ? if fortune makes him so, 
Beware the consequence -, a maxim that. 
Which draws a monstrous picture of mankind, 
Where, in the drapery, the mmi is lost ; 
Extemalii fluttering, ttid the soul forgot 
Thy greatest g^rif, when cttspos d to boas^t, 
Boa t that aloud, in which thy servants sfaaare. 

We wi><ely str^> the steed we nieanto buy^ 
Judge we, in their caparisons, of men. 
It nought avails thee, where, but 'what, thou art ; . 
An the distinctions of this little hfe. 
Are quite cutaneous, foreign to the man. 
When thro' death's straits, eavth'a subtle serpents 
Which wriggle into wei^th, or climb renown^ [creepy 
As crookedSatan the forbidden tree : 
They leave tinmr p^rty-colonr'd robe behind^ 
All that now glittersj while they rear aloft 
Their brazen crests, and hiss at us below. 
Of Airtmie's fucus strip them, yet alive ; 
Strip tliem of body, too ; nay, closer still, 
Away with all, but moral, in their mindf : 
And let, what then remains, impose their name, 
Pronounce them weak, or worthy ; great, or mean. 
How mean that «nuif of glory fortune hgbts, 
And death put< out! Dost thou demand a test 
(A test, at once, in&lbble, and short) 
Of real greatness ? That man greatly lives ; ' 
Whate'er hit iate, or ^me, who greatly dies ; 
High-flush'd with hope, where heroes shall despair. 
If this a true criterion, many courts. 
Illustrious, might afford but few gnmdees. 

Th' Afani^ty, from his throne, on earth surveys 
Nought greater than an honest, humble heart ; 
Ao bumble hearty his letidetice I proaoaiic'd 
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His second seat ; and rival to the skies. 
The private path, the secret acts of men. 
If Doble, far the noble^ of our lives 1 
■ How far above Lorenzo's glory sits 
Til' illnstrions master of a name unknown ; 
Wliose worth unrivalled and unwitness'd, loves 
Life's sacred shades, where gods converse with men: 
And peace, beyond the world's conceptions, smiles 
As thou ! (now dark) before wc part, shalt see^ 
But thy great soul this skulking glory scorns. 
Lorenzo's sick, but when Lorenzo^s seen ; 
And, when he shrugs at public business, lies -, 
Deny'd the public eye, the public voice, 
As if he liv'd on others breath, he dies. 
Fain would he make the world his pedestal ; 
Mankind, the gazers, the sole figure, he^ 
Knows he, that mankmd pmisetigainst their will, 
And mix as much detraction as they can? 
Knows he, that ^thless feme her whisper has. 
As well as trumpet I That his vanity 
Is so much tickled fa>m not hearing all ? 
Knows this ali-knower^ that from itch of praise, 
Or, from an itch more sordid, wtien he shme«y 
Taking hi< country by five hundred ears, 
' Senates at once admire him and despise. 
With mode tlaugliter lining loud applause, 
Which makes the smile more mortal to bis fame? 
His fame, which (like the mighty Caesar) crowif d 
Witli laurels, in full senate greatly falls. 
By seeming friends, that honour, and destroy. 
We rise in glory, as we sink in pride ; 
Wliere boasting ends, there dignity begins; 
And yet, mistaken beyond all mistake. 
The bhnd Lorenzo's proud — of being proud ; 
And dreams himself ascending in his fall. 

An eminence, tho' fancy'd, turns the brain ; 
AU vice wants hellebore; but of all vice, 
Pride loudest calls, and fur the largest bowl; 
Because, all other vice unUke it flies, . 
In fdct, the point, in fancy most pursu'd. 
Who court applause, obUge the worid in this ; 
They gratify man's passion to refuse. 
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Superior honoar, when a«;8iim'd, is lost ; 
JMi good men torn banditti, and rejoice. 
Like Konii Kan, in plunder of tiie proud. 

Hio* somewfaatdisconcerted, steady still 
To the worid*8 cause, with half a face of joy, ' 
Lorenzo cries,—" Be, then, ambition cast ; 
" Ambition's dearer fiir stands unimpeach'd, 
** Gay pleasure ! Proud ambition is lier slave ; 
" For her he soars at great, and hazards ill ; 
" For her, he fi|i;hts, and bleeds, or overcomes; 
" And paves his way with crowns, to reach her sAiJIe i 
'* Who can resist her charms?"— Or, should ? Lorenzo. 
What mortal shall resist, where angels yield? 
Pleasure's the mistress of ethereal pow'rs -, 
For her contend the rival gods above ; 
Plea8tire*s the mistress of ue ^orid l>eIow ; 
And well it is for man that pleasure charms; 
How would all stagnate, but for pleasure's ray ! 
How wonM the frozen stream or action cease I 
What is the pulse of this so busy world ? 
The love of pleasure ; that, thro* ev'ry vein, 
Throws motion, warm th ; and shots out deatli from life. 

Tho* various are the tempers of mankind. 
Pleasure's gay family holds all in chains : 
iBome most anect the black ; and some the fair ; 
Some honest pleasnre court : and some obscene. 
Pleasures obscene are various, as the throng 
Of pas^iions, that can err in human hearts ; 
Mistake their objects, or transgress their bounds. 
Think you there's but one whoredom ? Whoredom all. 
But when our reason licenses defight 
Dost doubt, Lorenzo? Thou shalt doubt no more. 
Thy &tiier chides thy gallantries! yet hugs 
An ugly common harlot in the dark ; 
A raidc adulterer with others gold ; 
And that has. Vengeance, inji comer, dnurms. 
Hatred her brothel has, as well as love, 
Where horrid epicures debauch in blood. 
Whate*er the motive, pleasure is the mark; 
For her the black assassin draws his sword ; 
For her, dark statesmen trim their midni§;btlamp> 
To which no liogle sacrifice may ialh , 
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For her, the suottilMtaiiis ; t&e nuser ftanres ; 

The stoic proud, ibr pleasnre, plesmre teom'd; 

For her, Auction's daugfateri giief indidge. 

And find, or hope, a luxniy in tears ; 

For her, guilt, shame, toil, danger, we defy ; 

And, with an aim voluptuous, nis(i on death. 

Thus universal her despotic pow'r. 
And as her ejnpire wide, her praise is just ^ 

Patrop of pleasure \ doater on oeli^t ! 

I anvtfay nval ; pleasure I profess ; 

Pleasnre the purpose of my gloomy song. 

Pleasure is nought but virtue's gfnrer name ; 

I wrong her still, I rate her worth too low ; 

Virtue the robt^ and pleasnre is the flow'r : 

And honest Epicums' foes were fools. 
But this sounds haph, and gives the. wise Gtkmtt ; 

If o*er8train*d wisdom still retains the i^ufie. 

How knits austerity her cloudy brow. 

And blames, as bold, and haaardous, the praase 

Of pleasnre to mankmd, unpraL>'d, too dear! 

Ye modern stoics ! hear my soft reply :-^ 

Their senses men will trust : we can't inqpose : 

Or, if we could, is imposition ri^ I 

Ovrn hone^ sweet, but, owning, add this sting; 

*' When mixt with poison, it is deadly too." 

Truth never was indebted to a lie. 

Is nought but virtue to be prais'd, as good ? 

Why then is health preferrM before disease^ 

What nature loves is good, without our leave : 

And where no future drawback cries, "beware-," ' 

Pleasure, tho' not fi-om virtue, should prevaiL 

Tis balm to life, and gratitude to heavVi ; 

How cold our thanks for bounties unei^oy^d^ 

The love of pleasure is man's eldest-bora^ 

Bom in his cradle, living to bi^ tomb ; 
Visdom, her younger siHer, tho' more gravis 
Tas meant to minister, and not to mar, 
mperial pleasure, c|ueen of human hearts. 
Lorenzo, thou, her majesty's renown d, 
ho' uncotft, counsel, learned in the world I* 
i^kQ thiok'st tfayaelf 1 Murray, with diidani 
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Hay'flt 1 ook on me. Yet, my Deniostlieiie^ ! * 
Canst thou plead pleasure's caaseas well as y 
Know^st tfaoQ her natiu^, purpose, parentage ? 
Attend my song, and thou shalt know them all > 
And know thvself; and knowthysetf to be 
(Strange truth i) the most abstemious man alive. 
Tell not Caibta ; she will laugh thee dead ; 
Or send thee to he|r hermita^ with L — -. 
Absurd presumptiot^{ Thou who never knew'st 
A serious thought! shalt tiiou dare dream of joy f 
No maU'e'er found a happy life by chance^ 
Or yawn'd it |nto being with a wish ; . 
Or, with the snout of grov'Iiu^ appetite, 
E'er smelt it out, and gnibb'd it n-om the dirt 
An art it is, and must be learnt ; and learnt 
With unremittmg effort, or be lost ; 
And leaves us perfect blockheads in our bliss. 
The clouds may drop down titles and estates ; 
Wealth ms^ seek us -, but wisdom must be sought j 
Sought before all ; but (bo^ unlike all else ^ 
We seek on earth !) 'tis never sought in vaia. [see ; 

First, pleasure's birth, ri^, strength, and grandeur 
Brought forth by wisdom, nurs'd by ducipline, 
By patience taujB^t, b^ perseverance crown'd. 
She rears her head m^yestic ; round her throne, 
Erected in the bosom of the just, 
Each virtue, listed, forms bej- manly guard. 
For wlu|t are virtues ? (formidable name !) . 
What, but the fountain, or defence, of joy ? 
Why, then, commanded? Need mankind commandfli, 
At once to merit, and to make, their bliss ? — 
Great Legislator ! scarce so great, as kind 1 
If men are rational, and love delight. 
Thy gracious law but flatters human choice '; 
In the transgression lies the penalty ; 
And they t^ most indulge who most obey. 

Of pleasure, next^ the final cause explore j 
Its nu^ty purpose, its important end. 
No^ to torn human brutal, but to build 
{Mvine OB human, pleasure came from heav'n.< 

* A ffMom* QttciiirQntor^ 
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Ill aid to reason was the goddess sent ; 

To call up a) I its strength by sncb a charm. 

Pleasure, first succoors virtue ; in return. 

Virtue gives pleasure an eternal reign. 

Whaty but the pleasure of food, fTiendshq[>^ fldtfay 

Supports life naf ral, civil, and divine ? 

Tb from the pleasure of repast, we live ; 

Tis from the pleasure of applause, we please ; 

Tib from the pleasure of belief, we pray, 

(All pray'r would cease, if unbeKev^d the pme ;) - 

It serves ourselves, our Species, and our God ; 

And to serve more, is past the sphere of roan. 

Olide, then, for ever, pleasure's sacred stream! 

Thro' Eden, as Euphrates ran, it runs. 

And fosters ev'ry growth of happy life ; 

Makes a new Eden where it flows — but such 

As must be lost, Lorenzo, by thy fall. 
" What mean I by thy fall ?"-^Thou'It shortfy see, 

While pleasure's nature is at large display'd ; 

Already sung her origin and ends. 

Those glorious ends, by kind, or by degree. 

When pleasure violates, 'tis then a vice, ' 

And vengeance Coo ; it hastens into psun : 

From due refreshment, life, health, reason, joy ; 

From wild excess, pain, grief, distraction, death j 

Heav'n's justice this prochiims ; and that her love. 

What gjreater evil can I wish my foe. 

Than his full draught of pleasure, from a cask 

Unbroach'd by just authority, ungaug'd 

By temperance, by reason unrefin'd ? 

A thousand dxmons lurk within the lee. 

Heav'n, others, and ourselves ! Uniiyur'd these, 

l)rink deep ; tlie deeper, then, the more divine ; 

Angels are angels from indulgence there ; 

*Ti>! unrepenting pleasure makes a god. 
bost think thyself a god from other joys % 
victim rather I shortly sure to bleed, 
e wrgng must moum : can heav'n's appoiDtmenb 
n man outwit Omnipotence ? strike out fAi 

self-wrought happiness unmeant by him 
ho made us, and the world-we would enjoy? 
Hq forms an instrument, ordains fVom whence 
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Its dissoiiaiice, or harmony, dhaU riie. 

HeaT^ bid the soul this mortal fraoie inspire ; 

Bid THTtae's ray divine inspire the soul 

Witli unprecarious flows of vital joy ; 

Andy witlioQt breathing, man «B well migfat hope * 

For life, m, withoat piety, &i;jKace. 

^ Is virtue, tben^and piety me same.^ 
No: piety is more; 'tis virtue*s source; 
Mother of ev'iy worth, as that, of joy. 
Men of ike worid this doctrine ill digest ; 
They smile at piety ; yet boast alond 
Good will to men ; nor know thejr strive to part 
What nature joins ; and thus confute themselves. 
With piety beginr all good on earth ; 
Tis the first-born of rationality, 
Conseience, her first law broken, wounded Kes^ 
Entfeebled, lifeless, impotent tp good ; 
A ieig|i*d a^ection bound* her utmost powV. 
Some we can't love, but for th* Almighty^s sake ; 
A foe to God was ne'er true friend to man: - 
Some sinister intent taints all he does -, 
And in his kindest actions he's unkind. 

Ob piety, humanity is built ; 
Andt on humanity, much happiness; 
And yet still more on pieb^ itself. 
A soul in commerce with her God, is heav*n ; 
Feels not the tumults and the shocks of life ; 
The whurls of passionn, and the strokes of heaiK . 
A Deity believ'd, is joy begun ; 
A Deity ador*d, is joy advanc'd ; 
A Deity belov'd, is joy raatur'd. 
Each branch of piety deli|^t inspires ; 
Faith builds a bridge from this world to flie next*, 
O'er death's dark gulf, and all iu horror hides ; 
Praise, the sweet exhalation of our joy. 
That joy exalts, and makes ijt sweeter btiU ; 
Pray'r ardent opens heav'n, lets down a stream 
Of glory on the consecrated honr 
Of man, in audience with the Deijty. 
Who worships the great God, that instant joins 
The first in heav'n, and sets his foot ou helK 
H2 
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Lorenzo, wbea wwt Choo at church before I 
Thou think^tt the service long ; l^ut is it jnst ? 
llio' just, anwelcome; thou hadst rather tread ' 
Unhnllow'd ground ; the mute, to win thine ear. 
Must take an air leM solemn. She complies. 
Good conscience ! at the sound the worjd retires: 

' Verse disaffects^it, md Lorenzo smiles : 
Yet has she her 'seraglio full of charms : 
And such as age shall heighten, not impair. 
Art thou dejected ? Is thy mind o*ercast? 
Amid her fair ones, thou the fiiirest choose, 
To chase thy 0oom— " Go, fix some weighty .trotk 
** Chain down some passion ; do some gen^mis good • 
** Teach ignorance to see. or grief to smile ; 
** Correct thy fnend ; b^end thy greatest foe ; 
*< Or with warm heart, and confidencedtvine, [tfaesL" 
« Spring up, and lay strong hold on him who made 

^ Thy gloom is scattered, spri^tly spirits flow, 
Tl^o' withered is thy vine, and harp unstrung. 
Dost call the bowl, the viol, and the dance. 
Loud mirth, mad laughter? Wretched comfbrter^$ 
Physicians } more than half of thy disease. 
Laughter, tlio' never oensnr'd yet as sin, 
(Pardon a thought that only seems severe) 
is half-immoral : is it much indnlg'd? 
' By venting spleen, or dis&ipatiiig thous^t. 
It shews a scomer, or it makes a fool ; 
And sins, as hurting others, or ourselves. . 
'Tis pride, or emptiness, applies the straw, 
That tickles little n^inds to mirth effuse ; 
Of grief approaching, the portentous sign '. 
The house of laughter makes a house of woei 
A man triumphant is a monstrous sight : 
A man dejected Is a sight as mean. 
What cause for triumph, where sich ills abound ? 
What for dejection, where presidesa powV, 
Who caird us into bemg to^be blest? 
So ^eve, a$i conscious, grief may rise to joy : 
So joy, as conscious, joy to grief may (sSl 
Most true, a wise man never wiH be sad : 
But neither will sonorous, bubblmg mirth, 
A shallow stream of happiness betray : 
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Too happy to be sporttr^, he's serene. 
Yet wonldst thou langfa (but at thy own expense) 

This counsel strange should I presume to give 

"Hetire, and read thy ISible, to b* gay." 
There truths abound of soV'reign aid to peace -, 
Ah ! do not pi^ze thera less, because insmr^d, ^ 
As thou, and thine, are apt and proud t!ffdo. 
If not inspired, that pregnant page had stood, 
Time's treasure ! and the wonder of the wise ! 
Thou thmk'st, peiiiaps, thy soul alone at stake j 
Alas ! — Should men mistake thee for a fool;—. 
What man of taste for genius, wisdofn, truth, 
Tho* tender of thy fame, could interpose ? 
Believe me, 8ens67 here, acts- a donble part, 
And the true critic is a Christian too. 

But these, thouthink'st, are gloomy paths to joy. 

True joy in sunshine ne'er was found at first : 

Thcv, first, themselTes offend, who greatly please ; 

And travail only gives us sound repose. 

Heaven sells all pleasure : effort is the price ; 

The joys of conquest are the joys of man ; 

And glory the victorious laurel spreads 

O'er pleasures pure, perpetual^ placid stream. ' 

There ii a tune^ when toih most be preferr'd, 

Or joy, by mis-tim'd fondness, is undone. ■' 

A man of pleasure is a man of pains. 

Thou wilt not tidte tiie trouble to be blest. 

False joy^, indeed, are bom from want of titought : 

From thought's full bent, and energy, the true ; 

A>i that demands a msod in eoual poize, 

' Remote from gloomy grief, and glaring Joy. 
Much joy not only speaks small happiness. 
But happiness that shortly nmstexpire. 
Can joy, unbottom'd in reflection, stand? 
And, in a t^pest, can reflection hv6 f 
Ctaijoy^ like thine, secure itself an hour? 

^Caojoy, like thine, meet accident unshock'df 
Or ope the door to honest poverty ? 
Or talk with tbreafmng death, and not turn palef 
In each a world, and such a natnre, tiiese 
Are needfblfvmdomentals of deligiit: 
These ftuidamenlais give flight h^eed ; 
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Deljgbt, pttre^ ddkate, and dnrable; 

Delight, aBshakefi, mascnliiie, divitie ; 

A constuit and a soondy but serious joy. 

Is Joy tbe dsagbter of severitv? 

It is :— Yet fw my doctrine m>m severe. 

'* R^)Dice for ever :'* It becomes a man ; 

Emits, and sets him nearer to the gods. 

«* Rt^ce for ever/* nature cries, " rejoice }• 

And drinks to man, in her nectareons cnp^ 

Mixt np of delicates for every sense ; 

To the great founddr of the boonteona fcMt, 

Drinks gloiy, griUitttde, eternal praise ; 

And he tnat wUl not pledge her, is a chorL 

III firmly to support, good fully taste, 

Is the whole science of fefici^: 

Yet s|Mring pledge: her bowl is not the best 

Mankind can boast — ^ A rational repast ; 

** Exertion, vigilance, a miod in arms, 

'* A military discipline of thought, 

" To foil temptation in the doubtful field ; 

" And ever-waking ardour for the right ;" 

Tis these, first give, then guard, a cheerful heart 

Nought that i<i right think Httle ; well aware, 

Wliat reason bids, God bids ; by his command 

How aggrandiz'd, the smallest thing we do ! 

Thu5, nothinjg is insipid to the wise'; 

To thee, insipid all, but what is mad ; 

Joys seasoned high, and tasting 8tn>n|^ of guilt 

*^ Mad } (thou replj^st, with indignation fir*d) 

*^ Of ancient sages proud to tread tbe steps, « 

<< I follow nature. '—follow natnrestifl, 

But look it be thine own : Is conscience, tteoy 

No part of nature ? Is die not supreme? 

Thou regicide 1 O raise her from the dead ! 

Then, follow nature ; and resemble God. 

When, spite of conscience, pleasure is pona'd, 
Man*s nature is unnaturally (Heas'd: 
And what':^ unnatural, is pahmii too^ 
At intervals, and most disgust ev'n thee ! 
The fact thou know»st; but not, periups, the casFC. 
Virtue's foundations wttli the^wwUI^ were lm*x 
Heav'n mtafd her with oiu^nake^ and twisted dose 
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tler^icred intVests with tbe stnocsof life. 
Who breaks ber awfiil maiidatey^ockB biraseU^ 
His better letf: And is it greater pain. 
Oar soul should murmur, or omr dust repine ? 
And one, in their eternal war, most ble^. 

If one most soffer,- which should least be spur'd I 
The pains of mind surpass the pains offense. 
Ask, then, the gout, what torment is in guilt. 
The joys o£ sense, to mental joys are mean; 
Sense oil the present only feedfs ; the^MMil 
On past, and future, forages ibr joy. 
Tis hers by retrospect, thro' time to range ; 
And ibrward. time's great sequel to snrvf^. 
Could human courts Uke vengeance on tne mind^ 
Axes mieht rust, and racks, rad gibbets, fidl ; 
Guard, men, thy mind, and leave the rest to fete. 

Lorenzo, wilt thou never be a roan f 
The man is dead, who, for the body lives, 
Lur'd, by the besting of his pulse, to list 
With ev'tr lust, that wars against his peace ; - 
And sets him auite at variance with himself. 
TImelf, first, knew ; then love: A self there is 
Ofvirtue fend, that khidles at her diarms. 
A self there is, as ^nd of evify vice. 
While ev'rv virtue w<mnds it to the heart; 
Humility degrades it, justice robs. 
Blest b<mnty beggars it, lair truth betrays. 
And godlflce magnanimity destroys. 
This self, when riva! to the ibrmer, scorn ; 
When not in competition, kindly treat 
Belend it, fted it :— But friien virtue bids, 
Toss iL or to the fowl*, or to the flames. 
And why? Tn love of pleasuFe bids thee Ueed; 
Comply, or own self-love extinct, or blind. 

For what is Tiee^ Self-tove ina mistake: 
A poor bttad merehantbimng joys too dear. 
Aid virtue, what? Tii teiiMove m herwits, 
Qoite dEilftil in the market of delight. 
4Mf-love^ good sease is love of that dread pow'r 
Wtom whflBiahe«>rluEs, mid all ttfae can cnrioy. 
Otiier sel^kHre ii but diiiguiB^ sdf-hate ; 
Ifere aiprtal thn teiMliee of oor Ibes j 
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A self-hate, nttw, aovce fen ; tbea fiHt Aill ste«, 
When beii^ corst } extiiietioiit load im pl ored: 
i^nd everything preferred to ^viuit we are - 

Yet tUs self-leve Lorenzo oiidLes his ehoke; 
And, in this choice triumphant, boasts <)f joyi 
Ho# iv his want of happmess betnQr'dy 
By disaffection to the pi^senthonrh 
Imagination wanders rar a-field : 
Tfie future pleases : Why ? .Th^ present pains^— 
" But that's a secret^ — Yes, which all men knowf 
And know from thee, discovered unawares 
Thy ceaseless fetation, restless roH 
From cheat to cheat, iropattent of a pame ; 
What is it ?— Tis the cradle of the sool^ 
From instinct sent^ to rock her hi disease. 
Which lier physidan, reason, wiU not cnre. 
A poor expedient ! yet thy best $ and while 
> It mitigates thy pain, it owns it too. ~ 

Such are Lorenzo's wretched remedies ! 
The weak have remedies -, the vrise haVe joys. 
Superior wisdom is superior bliss. 
And what sure mark cUstiiigoishes the vrise I 
Consistent wisftom ever wills the same I 
Thy fickle wish is ever on the wing. 
Sick of herself, is folly's character ; 
As wisdom's is, a modest self-apptense; 
A change of evils is thy good supretne ; . 
Nor, but in motion, canst thou find tl^ rest 
Manfs greatest strength is shewn in Standtng stil^ 
The first sure S3rmptom of a mind in healti^ 
Is rest of heart, and pleasure felt at-faome. 
False pleasure from abroad hek* joys impinrts j 
Rich frdm withm, and self-sustain'd, tfa« true. 
The tme is fixt, and sohd as a rock ; , 
Slipp'ry the iatse, and totsieg as the wave. 
Ttus, a wild wanderer on earth, like Cain : 

at, like tht&bled, Y^^nanMHir'd bev,^ , 
■M-contemplation her mremc^^l^gU ; 
dreads aaiDlemiptioB nroa Without, 
t with ber awn cen^tSoB ; and the fior^ 
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InteMfr abe gases, still it dwrms tlie nore. 

No mai? is iiappy till he tImilEi, OD earth , 
There bfeathea not a mare hiu>|^ than himself: 
Then envy dies, and love o'^flovs on all ; 
And love overflowing roake&aa angel here. 
Sochan^^UaU, entitled to repose . 
On him virho governs fiite : Tho' tempest frowns, 
Tbo* nature shakes, how soft to lean/on heavvn ! 
To lean on-bim, on whom archangels lean ! 
With inward eyes, and silent as the grave, 
They stand collecting ev'ry beam of thought, 
( Till their hearts kindle with divine delight ; 
For all their thoughts, like angeb, seen of old 
In Israel's dream,* come from, and go to, heav*n : 
Hence, are they studious of sequestered scenes ; 
While noise, and dissipation, comfort thee. 

Were all men hap|iy, revelling would cease. 
That opiate for inquietode witbSi. 
Lorenzo! never man was truly blest. 
But it compds'd, and gave him such a cast, 
As folly nii^ht mistake for want of joy. 
A cast, unbke the triumph of the pr6ud ; 
A modest aspect, and a smile at heart. 
O for a joy irom thy Phihmder's spring ! 
A spring perennial, riving in the hreard. 
And permanent, as pnre ! No tarbid stream 
Of rapturous exultation, swelling high ; 
Whidi, like hmd-'floods, impetuous pour awhile, 
Then sink at once, and leave us in the mire. 
What does, the man, who transient joy prefers ? 
Wliat, but prefer the bubbles to the stream ? 

'Vain are all sudden salUes of deti|;ht ; 
Convulsions of a weak distemper'd joy. 
Joy's a (x'd state ; a tenure,, not a start 
Bliss there is none, but unprecarious bliss : 
That is the gem : sell all, and purchase that 
"Why go a bilging to contingencies 
^ot gain'd with ease, nor samly lov'd, if gahi'd? 
At good fortuitous, draw back, and pause ; 
Suspect it ', what thou canst ensure, enjoy -, 

* OcB^ sxxviiL \3» 
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And nonght fmt what tlio« giT*st thyself^ is jure. 
Reason perpetimtes joy that reason giveSy 
And makes it as immortal as herself: 
To mortals, noi^;ht immorta!, bat their worth. 

Wortb»i!Oiisciov8 worth! shook! absolatelyreigQi 
And other jo^rs ask leave for their approach ; 
Nor, nnexaimn^d, ever leave obtain. 
ThouMTt all anarchy! amobofjovt 
Wage war, and pensh in intestine broils ; 
Not the least promise of internal paace ! 
No bosom comfort! ornnbOrrow'd bliss; 
Thy thooghts are vagabonds : all oot«rard bomk^ 
Mid sandi^and rock8,and stormsyto craise for pleainr^ 
If gaiB*d, dear bought ; and better misB'd than gainU 
Much pain nnist en»iate, what mnch pain procured. 
Fancy, and sense, nom an infeetedsbore, - 
Thy Cargo bring ; and pestilence the priae. 
Then, soch thy thirst (msatiable thirst ! 
By fond indolence bot inflam'd the more !) 
Fancy still emises, when (KMir sense is tir'd. 

Imagination is the Paphian shop. 
Where feeble happiness, like Vulcan, lam^ 
Bids foul ideas, m their dark recess, 
And hot as hell (which kindled 4h^ black fires) 
With wanton art, those fatal arrows form, ^ 
Which murder all tiiy time, hesltb, wealth, and fiyne^ 
' Wouldst thou receive them, other thoughts there ar^ 
On angel wing, descendii^ from above, 
Which these, with art divine, would counterwork. 
And form celestial armour for thy peace. 

In this is seen imagination's guilt; 
But who can count her follies ? She betrays tfae^ 
To think in grandeur there is something great. 
For works of curious art, and ancient fame. 
Thy eenius hungers, elegantly pain'd : 
And foreisn ciimea must cater for thy taste. 
Hence, what disaster! — ^Tho* the price was paid. 
That persecuting priest, the Turit of Rome, 
Whose foot (ye gods!) tho' cloven, must |>e kissed, 
Detam*d thy dinper on the Latian shore : 
(Such IS the fate of hoifest protestants !) 
And poor magnificence is starv'd to death. 
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Hence jnst resentment, indignation, ire I — 
Be pacify'd ; if outward things are great, 
"Us magnanimity great things to scorn ; 
Pompous ei^nses, and parades august, 
And 'Courts ; that insalubrions soil to peace. 
True happiness ne*er enter'd at an eye ; 
Tnie happiness resides in things nnseen. > 
No smiles of fortune ever blest the bad, 
Nor can her frowns rob innocence of joys ; 
That jewel wanting, triple crowns are poor : 
So tell hU holiness, and be revenged. 

Pleasure, we both agree, is man's chief goo<j 
Our only contest, what deserves the name. 
Give pleasure's name to nought, but what has pass'd 
Th* authentic seal of reason (which, like Vorke, 
Demurs on what it passes) and defies 
The tooth of time; when past, a pleasure still; 
Dearer on trial, lovelier for its age, 
And donbly to be priz'd, as it promotes 
Our future, while it forms our present, joy. 
Some joys the future overcast ; and some 
Throw all their beams that way, and gild the tomb. 
Some joys endear eteniity; some give 
AbhorrM annihilation dreadfbl charms. 
Are rival joys contending for thy choice ? 
Consult thy whole existence, and be safe ; 
That oracle will put all doubt to flight. 
Short is the lesson, tho' my lecture long ; 
Be good — and let heav'n answer for the rest. 

Yet, with a sigh o'er all mankind, I grant, 
In this our day of proof, our land of hope. 
The good man has his clouds that intervene; 
Clouds, that obscure his sublunary day, 
But never conquer : Ev'n the best must own. 
Patience, and resignation, are the pillars 
Of human peace on earth. The pillars, these : 
But those of Seth not more remote from thee, 
Till this heroic lesson thou hast learnt ; 
To frown at pleasure, and to smile in paw. 
Fir'd at the prospect of unclouded bliss, 
Heav'n in reversion, like the snn, as yet 
Bencnith th' horizon^hecn nd in this v/ma r 
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It Bheds, on souls suseieptible of liebt^ 
The glorious dawn of oar eternal d^. 

'* This (says Lorenzo) is a ikir harauffne : [stremn ? 
*' Bui can harangues blow back s&ong natore'i 
« Or stem the tide heav'n pushes thro* pur T^ins, 
^ Which^sweeps away man s impotent resolves, 
*' And lays his labour level with the world ?" 

Themselyes men make their comment on mankind) 
And think nought i^, but what they find at home: 
Thus weakness to chimera turns the trath. 
Nothing romantic h^s the muse prescribed. 
*Abovey Lorenzo saw the manofearthy 
The mortal man ; and wretched was the si^bt , 
To balance that, to comfort a^d ei^alt. 
Now see the man immortal : him \ mean, 
Who lives as such ; whose heart, full bent on hea^'ji, 
Leans all that way, his bias to the stars. 
The world's dark shades^ in contrast set, shfdl faise 
His lustre more ; tho' bn^ht, without a foil : 
Observe his awful portrait, and* admire; 
Nor stop at wonder : imitate^ and live. 

Somean^el guide my pencil, while I draw, 
What nothmg less than angel can exceed, * 
A man on earth devoted to the skies ; 
like ships in seas, while in, above the world. 

With aspect mild, an^ elevated eye. 
Behold him seated on a mount serene, 
Above the fogs of sense, and passion's storm ; 
All the black cares, and tumults of this life, 
(Like liarmless thunders, breaking at his ^t) 
Excite his pity, not impair bis peace. 
Earth's genuine sons, the scepter^, and the slave, 
Amingl^mob! awand*ringberd! he sees, 
Bewilder'd in the vale ; in all unlike ! 
His full reverse in all ! What bister praise ? 
What stronger demonstratioii of the right ? 

The present all their care \ th^ future, his. 
When public welfare calls, or private want. 
They give to fiune ^ his bounty he conqeals. 

* Inajformcr vi^. 
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Their yhixu^^ ranush nature ; hii exalt 
Mankind's esteem tbey court -, and he, his own. 
Theirs, the wild chase of fiUse feUcities ; 
His, the compos'd possession of the true. 
AUke throughout is his consistent piece. 
All of one colour, and an even thread ; 
While party-colonr'd shreds of happiness, 
With hideous gaps between, patch up for them 
A inadman*s robe; each puff of fortune blows' 
The tatters by, and shews their nakedness. 

He sees with other eyes than theirs : where tbey 
Behold a sun, he spies a deity : 
What makes them only smile, makes him adore. 
When tbey^ee moimtains, he but atoms sees : 
Ao empire, in his balance, weighs a grain. 
They thmgs terrestrial worship, as divine ; 
His hopes immortal blow them by, as dust. 
That mnis his sight and shortens Ins survey, 
Which longs, in infinite, to lose all bound. 
Titles and honours (if they prove his fate) 
He la^s aside to find lus.cugnity ; 
No dignity they find in aught besides. 
T^ey triumph m extemalit (which conceal . 
Mao's real glory) proud of an eclipse. 
Himself too much he prizes to be pn^d, 
And nothing thinks so great in man, as man. 
Too dear he holds his inf rest, to neglect 
Another's welfare, or his right invade ; 
Their int'rest, like the lion, lives on prey. 
They kindle at the shadow of a wrong ; 
Wrong he sustaip with temper, looks on heav'n, 
N9r stoops to thmk his injurer his foe ; 
Nongfat,but what wounds his virtue, wounds his peace. 
A cover d heart their character defends ; 
A cover'd heart denies him half hU praise. 
With nakedness his innocence agrees ; 
While their broad foliage testifies their fall 
Their no-joys end, where his fiill feast bej^ ; 
His joys create, tiieirs mnrder, future bliss. 
To triumoh m existence, his alone ; 
And bis alone, triumphantly to think 
ISi trae ensteaee j« not yet begmm 
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His glorious course was, yesterday, complete ; 
Death, then, was welcome ; yet life still is sweet 

Bat nothing charms Lorenzo, like the firm, 
Unclaunted breast — And whose is that high praise I 
Thev yield to pleasure, tho* they danger bra ve^ 
And shew no fortitude, but in the field ; 
If there they shew it, 'tis for glory shewn ; 
Nor will that cordial always man thehr hearts. 
A cordial his sustains, that cannot fail : 
By pleasure unsubdu'd, unbroke by pain^ 
He shares in that Omnipotence he trusts. 
All-bearing, all-attempting, till he &ll8 ; 
And when he falls, writes Vici on his shield. 
From magnanimi^, all fear above ; 
From noble recompense, above applause : 
Which owes to man's short out-look all its cfaarmf. 

Backward to credit what he never felt, 
Lorenzo cries — ^** Where shines this miracle? 
« From what root rises this immortal man ?" 
A root that grows not in Lorenzo's ground ; 
The root dissect, nor wonder at the flow'r. 

He follows nature (not like thee !) and shews us 
An uninverted system of a man. 
His ai^petite wears reason's golden chain. 
And finds, in due restraint, its luxury. 
His passion, like an eagle well reclaim*d. 
Is taught to fly at nought, but infinite. 
Patient his hope, unanxious is his care. 
His caution feariess, and his grief (if ^rief | 

The gods ordain) a fitrseasftr to despair. 
And why } — Because afiection, more tban meet^ i 
His wisdom leaves not disengag*d from heav*lk 
Those secondary goods that smile on earth, I 

He, loving in proportion, loves in peace. J 

They most the world enjoy, who least admire. 
His understanding 'scapes the commoa cUmd 
Of fumes, arising from a boiling breast. 
His head is clear, because his heart is coo^ 
By woridly competitions uninflam'd. 
Tue moderate movements of his soul admit 
Bistmct ideas, and matur'd debate. 
Ad eye impartial^ ai|d ao even Kale ; 
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Whence judgment sonncT, and unrepenting choice. 
Thns, in a doable bense, the good arc wise ; 
On its own dnnghill, wiser than the world. 
What then, the world ? It must be doubly weak ; 
Strange truth ! as soon would they believe their creed. 

Yet thus it is ; nor otherwise can be ; 
So far from aught romantic what I sing. 
Bliss has no being, virtue has no strengtii, 
But from the prospect of immortal life. 
Who thinks earth all, or (what weighs just the same) 
Who cares no farther, must prize what it yields : 
Fond of its fancies ; proud of its parades. 
Who thinks earth nothing, can't its charms admire .$ 
He can't a foey tho* most malignant, hate, 
Because that hate would prove his greater foe. 
Tis hard ior them (yet who so loudly boast 
Good-will to men?) to love their dearest fiiend^ 
For may not he invade their good supreme, 
Where the least jealousy turns love to gall? 
All shines to them, that for a season shines. 
Each act, each thought he questions, "what itsweig^, 
" Its colour what, a thousand ages hence ?** 
And what it there appears, he deems it now. 
Hence, pure are the recesses of his soul. 
The god-like man has nothing to conceal, 
His virtue constitutionally deep, 
Has habit's firmness, and affection's flame; 
Angels ally'd, descend to feed the fire ; 
And death, which others slays, makes him a god. 

And now, Lorenzo, bigot of this world ! 
Wont to disdain poor bigot« caught by heav'n ' 
Stand by thy scorn, and be reduced to nought ; 
For what art thou ?— Thou boaster ! while thy glare, 
lliy gaudy grandeur, and mere worldly worth, 
like a broad mist, at di tance strikes us most ; 
And, like a mist, is nothing when at hand ; 
His merit like a mountain, on approach. 
Swells more, and n>es nearer to tiie skies. 
By promise, now, and, by possession soon 
(Too soon, too much, it cannot be) his own. • 

From this thy just annihilation rise, 
Loroiizo,rise to something b^ reply. 
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Tbe worid, Hiy di^t, listeffii, and expoets ; 
And longs to crown tbee with unnortid pniiA. 
Canstthoube silent? No; fbrivit id thine; ~ 
And wit talks most, when least she has to say, 
And reason nitentipts not her career. 

She'll say ^Thbt mists ahoye the nioantnns rise ; 

And, with a thousand olea^^antries/ amuse: 
She'll Rparkle, panle, flutter, raise a dnst^ 
And fly conviction, in liie dast she rai^d. 

Ifit, how dehdoBS to man's dainty taste ! 
Tu precious, as the vehicle of sense ; 
Bat, as its snbstitate, a dire disease,- 
Pemicioas talent ! Ffcrtter'dby Ae worid, 
By the blind world, which tiiinks the talent rait. 
Wisdom is rare, Lorenzo ! wit abounds ; 
Passion can give it; sometimes wine inspires 
The Incky flash : and madness rarely fails. 
Whatever cause the spirit strongly stirs, 
Ck>nfers the bays, and livab thy renown. 
For thy renown, 'twere well, was'this tiie wonf^ 
€hance often hits it ; and, to pi<|ue thee more, 
See dnlness, bhind'ring on vivacities. 
Shakes her sage head at the calamity^ 
Which has cxpos'd, and let her down to thee. 
But wisdom, awful wisdom ! which insj^ects. 
Discerns, compares, weighs, separates, infers. 
Seizes the right, and |iolds tt to the last ; 
How rare ! In senates, synods, sought ia vuR : 
Or if there found, 'tis sacred to the few ; 
While a lewd prostitute to imdtitades, ^ 
Frequent, as iatai,wit : in civil life. 
Wit makes an enterpriser ; sense a nam. 
Wit hates authority ; commotion loves. 
And thinks herself^the lightning of the storm. 
In states, 'tis dangerous ; in religion, death : 
"^hall wit turn Christian, when the dull believe I 

'inse is our helmet, wit is but the plume? 

he plume exposes, 'tis our helmet saves, 

iDse is the di'mond, weighty, solid, sound ; 

lien cuti>y wit^ it casts a brighter beam; 

et wit apart, it is a di'mond still. 

(it widow'd of good seose, is wone than noo^t^ 
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It hoists ro<Mre sail to mn against a rock. 
Thus, a hatf-Chesterfield is quite a fool ; 
Wfiom dnll fools ^oro, and bless their want of iiriK 

How niinoQSthe rock I warn thee shun, 
Where Syrens sit, to sing thee to thy fhte ! 
A joy, in which our reason bears no part. 
Is bat a sorrow tickling, ere it stin^^. 
Let not the cooings of the world allure thee ; 
Which of her lovers ever found her true ^ 
Hsq>py of this bad world who tittle know ! — 
And yet, we much must know her, to be safe. 
To know the world, not love her, is thy point ; 
She give»but little, nor that little, long. 
There is, I grant, a triiunph of the pulse ; 
A dance of spirits, a mere froth of joy, 
Our thougfalless agitation's idle child. 
That mantles high, that sparkles, and expurejt. 
Leaving the soul more vapid than before. 
An animal ovation! such as holds -' <^ 

No commerce with our reason, but Subsists 
On juices, thro* the well-ton*d tubes, wen strain'd ; 
A nice machine ! scarce ever ton'd aright ; 
And when it jars — thy Syrens sing no more ; 
Thy dance is done ; the demi-god is thrown 
(Short apotheosis !) beneath the man, 
In coward gloom immers'd, or fell despair. 

^Artthou yet dull enough despair to dread^ 
And startle at destruction ? If thou art. 
Accept a buckler, take it to the field ; 
(A field of battle is this mortal life !) 
When danger threatens, lay it on thy heart ; 
A single sentence proof against the world. 
<* Soul, body, fortune ! Ev'ry good pertains ^ - 
*' To one or these ; but prize not all alike ; 
*< The goods of fortune to thy body's health, 
^ Body to son], and soul submit to God.'* 
Wouldst thou build lasting happiness? Do tbis^ 
Til' inverted pyramid can never stand. 

Is this truth doubtful ? It outshines the sun ; 
Nay, the sun diin^not, but to Shew us this, 
-^e single lesson of mankind on earth. 
And yet— Yet, what ? No news ! Mankind is i^ad 1 
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Sach mighty numbers list against the rigbt 
(And what oan't numbers when bewitcb'd achieve I) 
They talk themselves to something Uke belief. 
That all earth's joys are tlieirs : a-' Athens' fool 
Gi4nn'd from the port, on ev*rv sail Ins own. 

They grin ; but wherefore : And how loi^; the laugh? 
'Half ignorance, their mirth ; and haltja lie ; 
To cheat the world, and cheat tliemelvjes, they smile. 
Hard either task? The most abandon'd ovni, 
That others, if abandon'd, are undone : 
Then, for themsekes, the moment reason wakes 
(And providence denies it long repose) 
O how laborious is their gayety ! 
They scarce can swallow their ebullient spleen, 
Scarce muster patience to support the farce. 
And pump sad laughter, till the curtain iaUs : 
Scarce, did I say ? Some cannot sit it out ; 
Oft their ovni daring hands the curtain draw. 
And shew us what fieir joy, by their desp^r. 

Tlie clotted hair ! gor'd breast.* blaspheming eye ! 
Its impious fury still alive' in death! — 
Shut, shut the shocking scene. — But heav*n denies 
' A cover to such guilt ^ and so should man. 
Look round, Lorenzo ! See tlie reeking blade, 
Tlf invenom'd phial, and tlie fatal ball ; 
The strangling cord, and suffocating stream ! 
The loathsome rottenness, and foul decays 
From ragitog riot (slower suicides !) 
And pride in these more execrable still! — 
How horrid all td thought 1 — But horrors, these, 
"That vouch the trutli ; and aid my feeble song. 

From vice,, sense, fancy, no man can be blest : 
Bliss is too great to lodge wiUiin an hour : 
When an immortal being aims at bliss, 
Duration is essential to the name. 
O for a joy from reason ! joy from that. 
Which makes man, man : and exercis'd aright, 
iVill make him more : a bounteous joy ! tliat gives 
Vnd promises ; that weaVes, with art divine, 
The richest prospect into pi^esent peace : 
^^ joy ambitious i joy in common held ^ ^ . 

With thrones ethereal, and their greater far : 
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A joy high privileg'd from chance, time, death! 

A joy, which death shall double ! judgment crown ; 

Crown*d higher, and still higher, at each ^age, 

Tbro* blc».t eternity's long day ; yet still, 

Not more remote from sorrow, than from him, 

WhOPe lavish hand, whose love fttapendoas, poaw 

So macti of deity on guilty dust. 

There, O my Lucia ! may I meet thee there, 

MTiere not thy pre ence cau improve my bliss ! 

Affects not this the sages of the world ? 
Can nonght affect them, but what fools them too? 
Eternity depending on an hour, • 
Makesfc^rious thought man's^ wisdom, joy, and praise. 
Nor need you blush (tho' sometimes your designs 
May ishun the light) at your designs on heav'n ; 
Sole point! where over-bashful is your blame. 
Are you not wise ? You know yon are. Yet hear 
One troth, amid your numVous' schemes, mislaid, 
Or over-Iqok'd, or thrown a^ide, if seen ; 
" Our schemes to plan by this world, or the next, 
" Is liie sole difference between wise and fool." 
All worthy men will weigh you in this scale, . 
Wliat wonder, tlien, if they pronounce you light? 
Is their esteem alone not worth your care? 
Accep't my simpFe scheme of conunon sense : 
Thus, save your fame, and make two worlds your own. 
The world replies nQtii — but the world persists ; 
And puts tlie cause off to the longest day, 
Phmning evasions for tlie day of doom. 
So far, at that re-hearing, from redress. 
They then turn witnesses agaiilst themselves. 
Hear that, Lorenzo I nor be wise to-moiTow. 
Haste, baste ! a man, by nature, i< in Imste -, 
For who shall answer for another hour? 
■Tis l^hly pnident, to make one sure friend ; 
And that tbqii canst not do, this side the skies. 

Ye tions of eaith ! (nor willing to be more !) 
Sinee verse you think from priest-craft somewhat free, 
Thus, in an age so gay, the muse plain ti'uths 
(TnithSjWhich at cliurch youmighthavelieard in pro>c) 
Has ventured into light ; well-pleas*d the verse 
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Should be forgot, if yoa the tniths retain ; 
And crown her with your welfiure, not yoar praise.' 
But praise she need not fear : I see my fate ; 
And headlong leap, like Cnrtius, down the gal£ 
Since many an ample vohune, mighty tome, 
Mast die ; and die unwept ; O thou minute, 
Pevoted page ! so forth among thy foes ; 
Go, nobly proud of martyrdom for trutii, 
And die a double death : Mankind incens*d, 
Denies thee lone to live : Nor shalt thou rest. 
When tliou art dead ; in Stygian shades arraign*d 
By Lucifer, as traitor to his Sirone; 
And bold bhisphemer of his friend, — tiie wo^d ; 
The world, whose legiom cost him slender pi^. 
And volunteers around his banner swarm ; 
Prudent, as Prussia, in her zeal for Gaul. 

" Are all, then, fools?" Lorenzo cries. — ^Ye8,aII, 
But such as hold this doctrine (new to thee ;) 
** The mother of true wisdom is Ae will j" 
The noble;^t intellect, a fool without it. 
World-wisdom much has done, and more may do. 
In arts and sciences, in wars and peace ; 
But Art and science, like thy wealth, will leave thee. 
And make thee twice a beggar at thy death. 
This is the most indulgence can afford ; — 
** Thy vrisdom all can do, but — make thee wise." 
Nor think this censure is severe on thee -, 
Satan, thy master, 1 dare call a dunce. 
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CONSOLATION* 

NIGHT IX. 
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Cantaining among other thingi, 

1. A MORAL SURVEY OP THE NOCTURNAL 
HEAVENS. 

«. A NIGHT-ADDRESS TO THE DEITY. 



Znseribed to hii Gnee 
THE DUKB OF NEWCASTLE, 
One ofbia myesty^k Principd Seaetariet of State. 

V • • • FnHs cwtraria Faiarependeng. ViRCb 

As when a traYetter^ a long day past 

In painftd search of ^hat he cannot find, 

At night's approach, content with t be next eo^ 

There ruminates, awhile, his labour lost -, 

Then cheers his heart with what his ikte affords. 

And chants his sonnet to deceive the time. 

Till the due fcason calls him to repose : 

l%a4 1, long-traveird in the ways of men, 

Aad dancing, with the rest, the giddy maze, 

Where disappointment sm^ at hope's career ; 

Wam'd by the tansnor of life's ev'ning ray, 

At length have housed me in an humble shed : 

Where, future wandering bamisb'd from my thought, 

And waiting, patient, the sweet hour of rest ; 

I chase the moments ¥rith a serious song. 

Song sooths our pains s and age has pains to sooth. 
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When age, care,criine^nd frieDd8,embrac*d at heart, 
Torn from my bleeding breast,anddeath*s dark shade^ 
"Which hovers o'er me, quench th" ethereal fire -, 
Canst thou, O night ! indulge one laboitrmore! 
One labour more indulge ! then sleep, my strain! 
Till, haply, wak'd by Raphael^s goTclen lyre, 
Wher6 night,death,age,care,crime,and sorrow, cease; 
To bear a part in everlasting lays ; 
Tho' far, far higher set, in atm, I tmst, 
Symphonioos to this humble prelude Dere. 

Has not the muse asserted pleasures pure, 
Like th'osc above, exploding other joys? 
Weigh what was nrg'd, Lorenzo ! Fairly weigh ; 
And tell me, hast thou cause to triumph still ? 
I thinks thou wilt forbear a boast so bold. 
But i^ beneath the favour of mistake. 
Thy smile's sincere, not more sincere can be 
Lorenzo's smile, timn my compassion for him. 
The sicl^ in body call for aid : the sick 
in oind are covetous of more disease ; 
And when at worst, they^ream thepiselves quite weO. 
To know ourselves diseas'd, is half our cope. 
WTiea nature's blush by custom is wip'd oif, 
• And conscience, deadeuM by repeated strokes. 
Has into manners naturaliz'd our crimes. 
The curse of curses is, our curse to love ; 
To triumph in the blackness of our gnilt, 
(As Indians glory in •the deepest jet ;) 
And throw aside our senses with our peace. 

But, grant no guilt, no shame, no least alloy ; 
Grant joy and glory, quite un^ully'd shone ; 
Yet, still, it ill deserves Lorenzo's heart. 
No joy, no glory, ghtters in thy siglit. 
But, ihro' the thin partition of an hour, 
I see its sables wovfe by destiny ; 
And that in sorrow bury'd ; this in sham* ; 
^hile howling fnries ring the doleful Icnell ; 

ind conscience, now so soft thou scarce canst hear 

ler whisper, echoes her eternal peal. 

Where the prime actors of the lastyear^ scene; | 

'heir port so proud, their buskin, and their plofl!€? | 

( 
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How many sleepy wbo kept the world awake 

With lustre, and with noise ! Has dealli proclaim'd . 

A trace, and hun|< his sated iance oh high ? 

Tis brandish'd still, nor shall the present year 

Be more tenacious of her hnman leaf. 

Or spread of feeble life a tliinner fall. 
Bat needtess'iDomimeiits to wake the thonght ; 

life's ga3rest scenes meak nian*s mortality ; 

Tbo' in a style nKMre norid, foil as plain, . 

As mausoleums, pyramids, and tombs. 

What are smr noblest ornaments, but deaths 

Tun'd flatterers of life, in paint, or marble, ^ 

The well-stain'd cauvai>s, or the ftatur'd stone ? 

Our fathers grace, or rattier hannt, the scene. 

Joy peoples her paviUon from the dead. 

" Profest diversions ! camnot these escape ?*' 
Far from it : These present us with a shroud ; 
And talk of death, Uke garlands o'er a grave. 
As some bold plunderers, for buiy*d wealth, 
We ransack tom^s for pastime ; from the dust 
Can up the sleepmg hero ; bid him tread 
The scene for our amusement : How like gods 
We sit I «md, wr^t in immortahty. 
Shed generous tears on wretches bom to die ; 
Their fate deploring, to forget our own ! 

What, all the pomps and triumphs of our lives. 
Bat le^iacies in blossom ! Our lean soil, 
Laxunant grown, and rank in vanities. 
From friends interr'd beneath ; a rich manui^ ; 
Like other worms^ we banquet on the dead -, 
Like other worms, shall we crawl on, nor know, 
Our present frailties, or approaching fate ? 
LoreiUEO ! such the glories of the world ! 
l¥hat is the world itself ? Thy world ?— A grave. ' 
^here is the dust that has not been alive ? 
fhe spade, the plough^ disturb our ancestors; 
.^rom human mould we reap our daily bread, 
rhe globe around earth's hollow surface shakes^ 
knd is the cieling of her sleeping sons. 
>'er devas^tion w^ blind revels keep ; 
l^hole bory'd towns support the <kmcer*s hed. 
rhe jnoist of humaB frame |^ scm exhales -, ^[e 
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Winds •eattertbre'tbeaaig^Toidytiie dry^ 
Earth repossesses part of what she gvre^ 
And the freed spint monnts on wings of fire; 
Each element partakes onr scattered spoils ; 
As nature, wide, onr nuns spread : maii^ death 
Inhabits aH things, bat the thoDgbt of man. 

Nor man alone ; hi^ breathing bust exinres, 
His tomb is mortal ; eropvesdM; Wberonow, 
The Roman? Greek? lliey stalk, aoemp^oni! 
Yetfewregard them in this nsefiilli^; 
Tbo' half onr learning is theb epitaph. 
When down thy yale, nalockt Iw midiui^t thoaffh^ 
That loves to.wander in ihj sonkssreatei, 

death ! I stretch my view ; what visioBs riMj 
What triumphs ! Toils imperial ! Arts dWhw! 
In wither'd knrds glide before my sight 1 
What lengths of ftr-fam'd ages, biUowVl fai|^ 
TUth homan agitation, r«^ Ang 

In unsobstantml images oimtl 
The melancholy ghosts of dead renown, 
Whispering faint echoes of the worid's applause, I 
With penitential aspect, as they pass, I 

All point at earth, and hiss at human pride, ' 

The wisdom of the wise, andprancings of the great 

But, O Lorenzo, iar the rest above. 
Of ghastly nature, and enormous siae, i 

One form assaults my sight, and chills my hlood, i 
And shakes my frame. Of one departed world 

1 see the mighty shadow : ooey wreath 
And dismal seapweed crown her !* o'er her yuh 
Reclin'd, she weeps her desolated realms. 
And bloated sons; and, weeping, propheetea 
Anotber^s dissolution, soon, in fiames. 
But, like Cassandra, prophecies in vain ; 
In vain, to many : not, 1 trust, to thee. 

For, know'st thou not, or art tbon totb to lam^ 
The great decree, the counsel of the skies? 
Deluge «nd conflaffration, dreadfolpow'rsl 
Prime mini ters of vengeance I Cbaiii^dincaTOs ■ 
Distinct, apart, the giant iuriearoar ; t 

• Tllc Dtloge, reAritd td GcAMli^Viib |» 
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Apart; or, snefa their horrid rage for rainy 
In mntndl conflict woold Ikey rise, and irage 
Eternal war, tiU one wat quite deroor'd. 
Bat not fbr tiuB^ ordain'd their boundlest rage : 
When heav*n^ mferior instruments of wrath, 
War, fanmie, pestilence, are found too weak 
To sconrge a world for her aionnont crimes, 
These are let loose, alternate : down they rush,' 
Swift and tempestuous^^ from th' etermil throne 
WttbirresistiDie commisBion arm'd. 
The world, in vain corrected, to destroy. 
And ease creation of tlie shockmg scene. 

9eesr thou, Lorenzo, what depends on man ? 
The fate of nature ; as for man her birth. 
Earth's actors change ear&'ft transitory scenes. 
And make creation groan with human guilt. 
How must tt groan in a new deluge whelm*d. 
But not of waters! At the destined hour. 
By the loud trampet summoned to the charge. 
See, all the formidable sons of fire^ 
Eruptions, earthquakes, comets, hriitiiings, play 
Thar various endues ; all at once cu9gorge 
Their blazing magazines ; and take, by storm, 
^liis poor terrestrial citadel of man. 
"* Amazing period ! when each mountain-height 
Out-bums Vesuvius ; rocks eternal pour 
Their melted mass, as rivers once they ponr'd ; 
Stan rush ; and final ruin fiercely drives 
Her plough share o*er creation * — While aloft, 
More than astonishment ! if more can be ! 
Far otiier firmament than e*er was seen, , 
Than e'er was thought by man ! Far other stars ! 
Stars animate, that govern these of fire ; 
Far other sun ! — A sun, O how unlike 
ThebabeatBethle*m! How unlike the man 
That groan'd on Calvary ! Yet he it is ; 
That man of sorrow 1 O how chansfd! What pomp! 
In grandeur terrible, aU heav'n descends I 
And gods, ambitious, triumph in his trayp. 
A swul archangel with his golden wing, 
As blots and clouds^ that dariien and disgra 
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The scene divine, sweep stars and sons aside. 
And now, all drdss remov'd, heav'n's own pore day, 
Full on the contines of our ether, flames, 
While (dreadftil contrast !) for, how far beneath ! 
Hell bursting, belches'forth her blazing seas. 
And storms sulphureous ; her voracious jaws 
Expanding wide, and roaring for her prey. 

Lorenzo, welcome to this scene ; the last 
In nature's course ; the first in wisdom's thought. 
This strikes, if aught can strike thee -, this awakes 
The most supine f tliis snatches man from death. 
Kouse, rouse, lx)renzo, then, and follow me. 
Where truth, the most momentous man can hear, 
Loud calls my soul, and ardour wings her flight. » 
I find my inspiration in my theme ; 
The grandeur of my subject is my muse. 

At midnight (when mankind is wrapt in peace^ 
And worldly fancy feeds on golden dreams ;) 
To give more dread to man's most dreadful hour. 
At midnight, 'tis presnm'd this pomp will burst 
From tenfold darkness ; sudden as the spark 
From smitten steel ; from' nitrous grain, the blaze. 
Man, starting from his conch, shall sleep no more! 
The day is broke, which never more shall close ; 
Above, around, beneath, amazement all! 
Terror and glory, join'd in their extremes! 
Our GOD in grandeur, and our world on fire ! 
All nature strugglmg in the pangs of death I 
Dost thou not hear her? Dost thon not deplore 
Her strong convulsions, and her final groan P 
Where are we now? Ah, me! The ground is gone 
On which we stood, Lorenzo ! While thou may*st 
Provide more firm support, or sink for ever ! 
Where? How.^ From wlience? Vain hope! It is too late! 
Where, where, for slielter, shall the guilty fly, 
When consternation turns the good man pale? 

Great day ! for which all other days were made, 

or which earth rose from chaos, man from earth ; 

nd an eternity, tlie date of gods, 

'escendedT>n poor earth-created man ! 

reat day of dread, decision, and despair! 

t thought of thee each sublunary wish 
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liets go its eager grasp, and drops the world ; 
And catches at each reed of ho{>e in heav'n. 
At fhougfat ef thee ! — And «U"t Ihou absent then ! 
Lorenzo, no j 'tis here ;— it is. begun ; — 
Already is begnn the grand assize* 
In thee, in all : deputed conscience scales 
The dread tribunal, and forestalls ^ur doom - 
Forestalls ; and by forestalling, proves it sure. 
^fhy on himself should man void judgment pass? 
is idle nature laughing at her sons ? 
WTio conscience sent, her sentence .will support, 
^And God above as>ert th^d: God in man. 

Thrice happy they ! that enter now the court 
Hea.v'n opens iiutheir bosom : but, how rare ! ^ 
Ah, mej that magnanimity, how rare ! 
What hero, hke the man who •stands himself; 
Who dares to meet his naked heart alone ; 
Who hears, intrepid, the full cliarge it brings, - 
Resolv'd to silence future murmurs there ? 
The coward fiics : and, flying, is undone. 
{Art tbo»i a coward? No ;) the coward flies ; 
"Thinks^ bjijt thinks slightly ; asks, but fears to know ; 
j^sks, ^ What is truth r" with Pilate ; and retires ; 
Di'«solv§s the court, and mingles with tlie throng ; 
. Asylum sad! from reason, hope, and heav'n! 

Shall all, but man, look out with ardef^t eye. 
For that great day, which was ordain'd for man? . 
O day of consummation ! Mark supreuie 
(If men are wise) of human thought! i;ipr least 
Or in the sight of angels, or their King ! 
Ange!5, whose radiant circles, height o'er height. 
Order o'er order, rising, blaze o'er blaze. 
As in a: tlieatre, surround this scene^ 
Intent on man, and anxious for his tate. 
Angels look out for thee : for thee Uieir Lord, 
To vindicate hi^ glory : and for thee, 
Creation universal calls ai0!id. 
To di<-involve the moral world, and i^ive 
To nature's Renovation brighter charms. 

Shall man alone, wiiose tUte, whose final f it?, 
Hangs on that hour, exclude it from his thouihi^ 
I 2 
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I tbialL of nothing else ; I see ! I feel it! 

All natore, like ah earthquake, tremblii^ round! 

All deities^ like SQfnmer's ^warms^on wiugf 

All backing in the fnH nieridi<in blaze t 

I see the Judge enthron'd ! The flaming goard! 

TbeToiiimeopen'd! Open'dev*ry heart! 

A nm-beain pointing out each secret thought ! 

No patron* nitercessor none! Now past 

The sweety the clement, mediatorial honr f 

For gnilt no plea? To^ pain, no passe ! no bound I 

Inexorable,^ all ! and all, extreme f 

Nor man atone ; the foe of God and man. 
From his dark den, blasphemin&r, drags his chain, 
And rears his brazen front, with thunder scarr'd^ . 
Receiyes bis sentence, and begins hi$ hell. 
All vengeance past, now, seems abundant grace : 
Like meteors in a stormy sky, how roll 
Hi0 balefiil eyes ^ He curses whom he dr^ds ; ' 
And deems it the first moment of his fall. 

Tis present to ray thought!— And yet where is it? 
Angels can't teltme; angels cannot guess 
The period ; from created beings lod^'d 
In darkness. But the process, and the place,. 
Are less obscure : &r these may man inquire. 
Say, thon great close of human hopes and fears! 
•Great key of hearts ! Grreat finisher of fates ' 
Gr£at end ! and great beginning ! Say, where art dioo? 
Art thoH in time, or in eternity ? 
Nor in eternity ; nor time, I find ttiee. 
These, i» two monarchs. on their borders meet 
(Monarchs of all elaps'd, or unarriv'd !) 
As in debate, how best their pow'rs allyU 
May swell the grandeur, or discharge the Wrali^ 
Of HIM whom bojh their monarchies obey. 

Time, this vast fabric for him built (and doonfd 
With hnn to fall) now bursting o*er his head r 
li' lamp, the sun, extinguish'd ; froiia beneadi 
The frown of hideous darkness, cidls hi& soi^ 
Yom their long slumber j from earth*8 heaving wottb 
?o second birtli; contemporaiy throng ! 
lons'd at one «idl, upstarting from one bed^ 
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forest in one crowd, appaird with one amaze. 
He tarns them o'er, eternity ! to thee. 
Then (as a king depos'd disdains to lire) 
He falli on his own scythe ; nor falls alone ; 
His greatest foe falls with him ; Time and he 
Who murder*d all time's offipring, death, expire. 

Time was ! Eternity now reigns alone ! 
Awful eternity ! offended queen! 
And her resentment to mankind, how jnstl 
With kind intent, soliciting access, 
How often has she knock'd at human hearts ! 
Rich to repay their hospitaliljr. 
How often cSedl'd ! and with the voice of God ; 
Yet bore repulse, excluded as a cheat! 
A dream! while foulest foes found welcome there I 
A dream/4i cheat, now, all thinfi:s, but her smile. 

For, lo ! her twice ten thousand gates thrown wide, 
As thrice from Indus to the froeen pole. 
With bankers, streaming as the comet's blaze, 
And clarious, louder th^ the deep in storms. 
Sonorous as immortal breath can blow, 
Ponr forth their myriads, potentates, and pow'rs, 
Of light, of darkness ; in a middle field. 
Wide, as creation ! populou<, as wide ! 
A neutral region ! there to mark th' evmt 
Of that great drama, wlit-jic preceding scenes 
Detained thetn close spectators, thro* ajength 
Of ages, ripening to tlus grand result : * 

Ages, as yet nnnumber'd but by God ; 
Who now, pronouncing sentence, vindicates 
The rights of virtue, and his own renown. 

Eternity, the various sentence past, 
Assigns the sever'd throng distinct abodes, 
Suipbureops, or ambrosial : What ensues? 
The deed predominant ! the deed of deeds! 
Which rouKes a hell of hell, a heav'n of heav'n. 
The goddess, with dctejrmin'd aspect, turns 
Her adamantine key's enormous size 
Thro' destiny's inextricable wards. 
Deep-driving ev'ry bolt, on both their fates. 
Then, from the cry:*tal battlements of heav'n, ' 
pown, ^owa she hurls it thrO' the darkprofoni 
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Teff fhonsand thousand fathom j there to rust' 
And ne'er unlock her resolution more. 
The deep resoimds^and hell, thro' a'l her gloosns, 
Retnms, in groans^ the melancholy roar. 
O hew unlike the chorus of the skies 1 
O how unlike those shouts of joy, that shake 
The whole ethereal! how the concave rings ! 
Nor strange l when deities tlieir Voice exalt j 
And louder ^r,>tfaan when creation rose^ 
To see creation's god-Hke aim, and end, 
So well accoropKsh'd ♦. so divinely cIos*d ! 
To see the mighty dramatist's last act 
(As meet) in glory rising o'er the rest. 
No fiincy'd god, a God indeed descends, 
To solve all knots ; to str&e the moral home; 
To throw fall day on darkest scenes of time ; 
To dear, commend, exalt, and crown the whole; 
Hence, in one peal of loud, eternal praise, 
The charm'd spectators thunder their applause; 
And the vast void beyond, applause resounds. 

What then am I? 

Amidst apphm^ing worids, 
And worlds celestial, is there found on eartli, 
A peevish, dissonant, rebellious string. 
Which jars in the grand chorus, and complains? 
Censure on thee, Lorenzo f I suspend. 
And tarn it on myself; how grejrtly due! 
All, all Is right, by God ordaiu'd or done ; 
And who, but God, resum'd the friends he gave? 
And have I been complaining, then,^so long? 
Complaining of his favours, pain, and ^eath? 
AVIio, without pain's advice, would e*iE?r be good? 
Who, without death, but would be ggod in vain ? 
Pain is to save from pain; all punisliraent, 
To make for peace ; and death, to save from death) 
Vnd second death, to guard immortal life ; 
fo rouse the careless, the presumptuous awe, 
Vnd turn the tide of souls another way ; 
3y the same tenderness divine ordain'd, 
That planted Eden, and high-bloom'd for maH, 
A tkirer Eden, endless, in the skies. 
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tEeaVa gives ns friends to bless the present scenes ; 
^^esomesthera, to prepare us for the next. 
All evils natural, are moral goods ; 
Ali discipline, indulgence, on the whole. 
None are unhappy ; all have cause to smile. 
But s.uch 1^ to themselves that-cause deny. 
Our faults are at the bottom of our pains ; 
Error, in act, or judgmept,isthe source 
Of endless sighs : We sin, or vre mistake, 
And nature tax, vrhen &lse opinion stin^. 
liet impious grief be bani8h'd,joy indujg'd. 
But chiefly then, when grief puts in her claim. 
Joy from the- joyous, frequently betrays, 
Ott lives in' vanity, and dies in woe. 
Joy amidst ills, corroborates, exalts ; 
Tis jov,and eonqnest ; joy, and virtue tooi 
A noble fortitude in Uls, delights 
Heav'n, earth, ourselves : *tis duty, glory, peace. 
Affliction is the good man's shining scene ; 
Prosperity conceals bis brightest ray; 
As night to stars, woe lustre gives to mafr. 
Heroes in battle, pilots in the storm, « 
And virtue in calamities, admire. 
The crown of manhood is a winter-jOy ; 
An evergieen^ that stands the northern blast, ' 
And blossoms in the rigour of our fate. 

Tis a prime part of happiness, to know 
How much unhappincss must prove our lot ; 
A part which few possess ! I'll pay life's tax, 
Without one rebel murmur, from this hour. 
Nor tliink it misery to be a man ; 
Who thhiks it is shall never be a ^od. 
Some ills we wish for, when we wish to live. 

What spoke proud passion?-*** Wish my being lost!-' 
Presumptuous! blasphemous! absurd! and false! 
The triumph of my soul is, — ^That I am ; 
And therefore tliat I may be — What? Lorenzo ! 
Look inward, and look^eep ; and deeper still ; 
Unfathomably deep our treasure runs 

• Reftrrinff to tbe Fim K%1it. 

Digitized by Google 



306 THE CONSOLATION. Night IX. 

In golden yeinsy thro' idl eternity ! 

Ages, and ages, and succeecfing still 

New ages, where this phantom of an hoar, 

Which courts, each night, dull slumber, for repair, 

Shall wake, and wonder, and exult, and praise, 

And fly thro' infinite, and all unlock ; • 

And (if deserved) by heaven's redundant love. 

Made haif-adorabie itself, adore ; 

And find, in adoration, endless joy! 

Where thou^not master of a moment here. 

Frail as the flowV, and fleeting as the gale, 

May'st boast a whole eternity, enrich'd 

With all a kind Omnipotence can j^ur. 

Since Adam fen, no mortal, uninspired, 

Has ever yet concdv'd, or ever shall, 

How kind is Ood, how great (tf good) is man. 

Ko man too largely from hearn's love can hope, 

If what is hop'd he labours to secure. 

Ills ?~there are none ! AU Gracious ! none from thee^ 
From man full manv ! numerous is the race 
Of blackest ills, and those immortal too, 
Begot by madness on fair liberty ; 
Heav'n's daughter, bell debauch'd 1 her hand alone 
Unlocks destruction to tiie sons of men. 
Fast barr'd by thine ; h^h wall'd with adamant, 
Guarded with terrors reaching to this world. 
And cover'd with the thimders of thy law ; 
Whose threatsare mercies, whose injunctioiiS| guides, 
Assisting, not restraining, reason*s d^oice ; 
Whose sanctions, unavoidable results 
From nature's course, indulgently reveal*d ; 
If unreveal'd, more dang'rous, not le&s sure. 
Thus, an indulgent father warns his sons, 
** Do this ; fly that" — ^nor always tells the canse; 
Pleas'd to reward, as duty to his will, 
A conduct needful to their own repose 

Great God of wonders ! (if, thy love survey'd. 
Aught else the name of wonderful retains) 
What rocks are these, on which to build our trust I 
Thy ways admit no blemish ; none I find ; 
Or this alone—" That non$ is to be fov^*' 
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Not one^ to soften censare's hardy crime ; 
Not ODe, to palliate peevish grieTs eomplaint, 
Who, like a dsraon marhi'riiig, from the dust, 
Dares into judgment call her judge^ — Supreme! 
For all I bless thee ; most, for the severe -, 
* Her death — my own at hand^— the fiery gulf, 
That flaming bound of wrath omnipotent ! 
It tiinnders ;— but it thunders to preserve ; 
It strengthens what it strikes ; its wholesome dread 
Averts, the dreaded pain ; its hideous groans 
Join hesky*n*8 sweet hallelujahs in thy praise, 
Great source of ^ood alone ! How kind m all ! 
In vengeance kind ! pain, death, Gehenna, save. 

Thus, hi thy world material, m^i^hty mind ! 
Not that alone which ^.olaces, and shines, 
The rough and gloomy, challenges our praise. 
The winter is as needful as the spring ; 
The thnnder as the sun : a stagnate mass 
Of vapours breeds a pestilential air : 
No more propitious the Favonian breeze 
To nature's healtli, than purifying storms ; 
Tlie dread volcano ministers to good. 
Its 8motlier»d flames might imderminethe woriA 
- Ix>ud ^tnas fulminate in love te man; 
Comets good omens are, when duly scann'd j 
And, in Sieir use, ecKpses learn to shine. 

Man is rcMponsible for ills reoeiv'd 1 
Those we call wretched are a chosen band, ^ 
CompeH'd to refiige in the right, for peace. 
Amid my list of blessings infinite, 
Stand this the foremost, "Tliat ray heart has bled 
'Tis heaV'n's last effort of good-will to roan ; * 
When pam can't bless, heav'n quits os in despair. 
Who fails to grieve, when just occason calls. 
Or grieves too much, deserves not to be blest : 
Inhuman, or effeminate, his heart ; 
Reason absolves the grief, which reason ends. 
May heav'n ne'er trust my friend^ with happiiie8». 
Till it has tau^;t him how to bear it well, 
By previous ;*ain; and made it safe to smile J 

• mtia. 
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Such smUes are mine, and *ucli may they remain '» 
Nor hazard their extinction, from excess. 
My change of heart a change of^tyle demands ; 
The consolation canceb the complauit, 
And makes a convert of my gnilty song. 

As when o'er-kibour'd, and inclin'd to breathe^ 
A panting traveller, some rising ground. 
Some small ascent, has gain'd^ he turns him round, ' 
And measures with his eye the various vides. 
The fields, woods, meads, and rivers, he has past; 
And, satiate of his jouniey, thinks of home, 
Endear'd by <Kstance, nor sheets more toil : 
Thus I, tho^ small, indeed, is that ascent 
The mu3e has g^irfd, review the paths she trod : 
Various, extensive, beaten but by few : 
And, conscious of herjimdence in repose. 
Pause ; and vrith pleasure meditate an end, 
Tho' still remote ; so fruitful is mjr theme. - 
Thro' many a field of moral ahd divine^ 
TJie muse has stray'd ; and much^of sorrow seen 
In human'ways ; and much ^f false and vain ; 
Which none, who travel this bad road, can miss. 
O'er frierids dece^'d fultheartily she wept ; 
Of love divine the wonders she display'd ; 
ProVd man immortal ; shew'd the source of joy ; 
The grand tribunal rais'd; assign'd the bonods ' 
Of human giief j infew^ to close the whole. 
The mor^ muse has shadow'd out a sketch, 
Tho' not in form, nor with a Raphael-stroke, 
Of most our weakness needs believe or do, 
In this our land of travel, and of hope, . 
For peace on earth, or prospect of the skies. 

What then remains ?— Much I much ! a mighty debt 
To be discharged ; these thoughts. night ! are thme ; 
From thee they came, like- lo vert' secret sighs, 
While others ^ept. So, Cynthia (poets feign) 
n shadows veil'd, soft shding from her sphere, 
ler shepherd cheered ; of her enamoured less, 
Than I of thee.— 'An*^ a»'t thou still imsnng, 
ieneath whpse brow, and by whose aid, I sing? * 
raraortal silence !— Where shall I begin I 
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Where end ? Or how steal music from the spheres, 
To sooth their goddess ? 

O majestic n^ht ! '<^ 

Nature's great ancestor I Day's elder bom I 
And fated to ^in*vive the transient sun ! 
By mortals, and immortals seen witli awe ! 
A starry crown thy raven-brow adorns, 
An azure zone, thy waist ; clouds, in heav'n'* loom 
Wrought thro' varieties of shape and shade, 
In ample folds of drapery divine, 
Thy flowing mantle form ; and heav'n throughout, 
Voluminously pour thy pompous train. 
Thy ^oomy grandeui^ (nature's most august 
Inspiring aspect !) claim a grateful ver.>e ; 
And, lite a sable curtain star^'d with gold, 
Drawn o'er my labours past, shall close the scene. 

And what, O man ! so worthy to be sung ? 
"What more prepares us for the songs of heav'n ? 
Creation of archangels is the theme ! 
What, to be sung, so needful ? What so well 
Celestial Joys prepares us to sustain ? • 
The soul of man, His face design'd^to see. 
Who g^ve these wonders to be seen by man, 
Vlfls here a previous scene of objects great, 
On which to dwell ; to stretch to that expanse 
Of thought, to rise to that exalted height 
Of admiration, to contract that awe. 
And give her whole capacities that strength. 
Which bes't may quality for final joy. 
The more our spirits are cnlarg'd on earth, 
The deeper draught shall they receive of heav'n. 

Heaven's King ! whose iace unveil'd consummates 
Redundant bliss ! which fills tliat mighty void, [bliss; 
llie whole creation leaves in human hearts ! 
Thou who didst touch the lip of Jesse's son*, 
Kapt in sweet contemplation of these fires. 
And set bis harp in concert with the spheres ! 
While of thy works material the supreme 
I dare attempt, assist my daring song,- 
Loose roe from earth's inclosure, from the saii*» 

• David, I Samuel xn, 18. U, 
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Contracted cirde ict my heart at bige ; 
Eliminate my spirit, give it range 
Thro* proTtncea of thoaghtyet onexplor'd ; 
Teach me^by this stupendons scaffolding^ 
Creation's golden steps, to climb to Thee. 
Teach me with art, great nature to control, 
And spread a lustre o'er the shades of night. 
Feel I thy kindassent } And shall the sua 
Be seen at midnight, rising in my song ? 

Lorenzo ! come, and warm thee : thou whose henxtt 
Whose little heart, is moor'd within a nook 
Of this obscure terrestrial, anchor weigh. 
Another ocean calls, a nobler port ; 
I am thy pilot, Ithy prospVous gale. 
GainAil thy voyage thro' ^on azure main ; 
Maun, without tempest, pirate, rock, or shore ; 
And whence thou mav'st import eternal wealth ; 
And leave to besgar'a minds &e pearl and gold. 
Hiy traveU- dost thou boast o'er foreign reafins ? 
Thou stranger to tiie world ! thy tour begin i 
Thy tour thro* nature's universal orb. 
Nature delineates her whole chart at large. 
On soaring souls, that sail among the spheres ; , 
And man now purblind, if unknown the whole ! 
Who circles spacious earth, then travels here, 
Shall own, he never was from home before ! 
Come, my* Prometheus, from thy pointed rock 
Of fklse ambition, if nncham'd, we'll mount ; 
We'll innocently steal celestial fire, 
And kindle our devotion at the stars; 
A theft that sliall not chain, but set tiieefrec. 

Above our atmosphere's intestine wars, 
Rain's fonntain-liead, the mas(azine of hall ; 
Above the nortliem nests -of feathered un'ows, 
The brew of thunders, and the flaming forge 
That forms the crooked lightning; ''Bove ^ecayes 
Where infant tempests wait their growing wings, 
And tune their tender voices to that roar, 
Which soon, perliap:., shall shake a guilty world l 
Above misGOBstru'd omens of tiie my^ 
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War travelFd comets calcatated Maase, 

Elance thjr tiioug^t and think of more than man. 

Thy tool, till now, contracted, withered, shrank, ' 

Blighted by blasts olT earth's nmvholesome air. 

Will blosiiom here ; spread all her Unities 

To these bright ardours ; ey'ry pow*r unfold. 

And rise mto sublimities of thought. 

Stars teach, as wel) sis shine. At nature's birfh. 

Thus, their commission ran — *' Be kind to man.^ 

Where art thou, poor benighted traveller ! 

The stars will light thee, tlm' theonoon should fa^ 

Where art thou, more benighted ! more astray! 

In wa^ immoral f The stars call thee back ; 

And, if obey'd their counsel, set thee right. 

This prospect vast, what is it? — ^WeighM aright, 
Tis nature's system of divinity. 
And ev'ry student of the night inspires. 
Tis elder scripture, writ by Gk>d^8 own hand ; 
Scripture authentic ! uncornq>t by man. 
Lorenzo, with my radius (the rich gift 
Of thought nocturnal!) I'll point Out to thee 
Its various lessons; some ttrat may surprise 
An un-adept in mysteries of night ; 
little, perhaps, expected in her school. 
Nor thought to grow on planet, or on star. 
Bulls, lions, scorpions, ndonsters here we feign ; 
Onnelves more monstrous, not to see what here 
Exists indeed ; — a lecture to mankind. 

What read we here ?— Th' existence of a God ? 
— ^Yes : and of other bemgs, man above : 
Natives of ether! Sons of higher climes! ^ 

And, what may move Lorenzo's wonder more, 
Eternity is written in the skies. 
And whose eternity^ Lorenzo ! thine : 
Mankind's eternity. Nor faith alone, 
Virtue grows here ; here springs the sov'reign cure 
Of almost ev'ry vice ; but chiefly thine ; 
Wrath, pride, ambition, and impure desire. 

Lorenzo, thou canst wake at midnight too, 
Tho' not OD morab bent: ambition, pleasure! 
Those tyrants I for thee so * lately fou^t, ^ 
•l«!|;httiie£igbck. 
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Afford their harassed slaves bat slender rest. 

Tliou, to wbora midnight is immordnoon, 

Aud the sun';* noon-tide blaze, pijme dawn of day ; 

Not by thy climate, but capriciotis crime, 

Coramencmg one of dor antipodes I 

In thy nocturnal rove, one moment hall^ 

'Twixt stage and stage, of riot and cabal ; 

And hft thine eye (if bold an eye to lift, 

If bold to meet the face of injurM heay'n) 

To yonder stars r for other ends they shine, 

Than to light revellers from shame to shame. 

And thus, be made accomplices in guilt. 

Why from yon arch, that infinite of space, 
With infinite of lucid orbs replete^ 
Wbich set the living firmament on fire. 
At the first glance, in such .an overwhelm 
Of wonderful, on man's astonish'd sight. 
Rushes Omnipotence ? — To curb our pdde ; 
Our reason rouse, and lead it to that pjowY, 
Whose love lets down these silver chains of light -, 
To draw up man^s ambition to himself. 
And bind our chaste affections to his throne. 
Thus the three virtues, least alive on earth 
And welcom'd on heav'n's coast with most applause, 
An humble, pure, and heav^'nly-minded heart. 
Are here inspir'd; — And can^t tiiou gaee too long? 

Nor stands thy wrath deprijiT'd of its reproof, 
Or nn-upbraided by this radiant choir. 
The planets of each system represent 
Kind neighbours ; mutual amity prevails ; 
Sweet interchange of rays, receiv'd, retum'd 3 
Enlight'ning, and enUghten'd ! All at once. 
Attracting, and attracted ! Patriotic, 
None sins against the welfare of the whole ; 
But their reciprocal, unselfish aid. 
Affords an emblem of millennial love. 

thing in nature, much less conscious beingt 

s e'er created solely for itself; 

IS man his sov reign Xiuty leamsln this 

terial picture of ^nevolence. 

ind know, of all our supercilious race, 

m most inflammable; thou wasp of men { 
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Man's angry heart, inspected, would be found 

As rightly set, as are the starry spheres ; 

'Tis natureN stmcture, broke by «tubborn wil^, 

Breeds all that uncelestial discord there. 

Wilt thou not feel the bias nature gave ? 

Canst thou descend from converse with the skies, 

And seize thy brother's throat ? — ^For what ? — a clod ? 

An inch of earth ? The planets cry, " forbear." 

They chase our double darkness ; .nature*s gloom, 

And (kinder stili !) our intellectoal night. 

And see, Day's amiable sbter sends 
Her invitation in the softest rays 
Of mitigated lustre ; courts thy sight, 
Which suffers from-her tyrant broSier's blaze. 
Night grants thee the full freedom of the skies, 
Nof rudely reprimands thy lifted eye ; 
With gain, and joy, she bribes thee to be wise. ' 

Night opes the noblest scenes, and sheds' an awe, 
Which gives those venerable scenes full weight, 
And deep reception, in tli' intender'd heart ; 
While light peeps thro' the darkness, like a spy : 
And darkness shews its grandeur by the light. 
Nor is the profit greater than the joy, 
If tuman hearts at glorious objects glow, 
And admiration can inspire delight. 

What speak I more, than I, iSis moment, feel ? 
With pleading stupor first the soul is struck, 
(Stupor ordain'd to make her truly wise !) 
Then into transport starting from her trance,, 
With love, and admiration, how sh^ glows ! 
This gorgeous apparatus ! This display ! 
This ostentation of creative pow'r ! 
This theatre ! — What eye can take it in ? 
By what divine enchantment was it rais'd. 
For n)inds of the first magnitude to launch 
In endless speculation, and adore?' 
One sun by day, by night ten thousand shine^ 
And light us deep into the Deity ; 
How boundless in magnificence and might ! 
O what a cctpfiuence of ettiereal fires. 
From unis unnumber'd, down the steep of heav'p, 
Streams to a point, suid centres in my bights 
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"Nor tanrieB tiieve ; I feel it at iny heart 

My heart, at once, it homMes and exacts ; 

Lays it in dost, and calls it to tiie skies. 

IVIio sees it imexalted, or unaVdl 

Who sees iL and can stop at what is seen? 

Material offspnqg of Omnipotence! 

Inanimate, all-animating birthi 

Work worthy him who made it! worthy praise! 

All praise ! praise more than human! nor deny'd 

Thy praise divine 1 Bat tbo' man, ^rown'd in &leep^ 

Withholds his homage, not alone I wake ; 

Bright legions swarm nnseen, and sing, mdieard 

By mortal ear, tiie glorious Architect 

In this his universal temple hnng 

With lustres, with umumerable lights, ■ 

That shed rebgion on the soul ; at once. 

The temple, and the preacher! O how lond 

It calls devotion ! genuine growth of night ! 

Devotion ! dau^ter of astronomy ! 
An undevout astronomer is mad. 
True ; all things speak a God ; but in the snadly 
Men trace out Inm ; in great he seizes man ; 
Seizes and elevates, anif wraps, andiills 
With new inquiries, *mid associate^ new. 
Tell me, ye stars! ye planets \ tell me, all 
Ye starr'd, and planeted, inhabitants! What » it? 
What are these sons of wonder f Say, proud arch! 
(Within whose azure palaces they^ dwell) 
BuHt with divine ambition ! in disdain 
OF Umit built ! built in the taste of heaven 1 
Vast concave ! ample dome ! Wast thoa desigD*d 
A meet apartment for the Deity ?^— - 
Not so ; that thought alone thv state impairs. 
Thy lofty sinks, aM shallows thy profound. 
And straitens thy diffusive I dwar& the whc»le. 
And makes an nniverse an orrery. 

But when I drop mine eye, and look on mao, 
Thy right regain'dy thy grandeur is restor'd, 
Q nature ! wide ilies ciT th' expanding round. 
As when whole magaaines,^ at once, are fir'd. 
The smitten air is bollow'd by thl blow j 
The vast disploiion dissipates^hie^tbuds; 
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Shod^'d e^er*s biOimK dash the distant skies $ 
Thus (bat ikr more) th* expanding round flies cff^ 
And leayes a mighty yoid, a i^pacions womb, 
Might teem with new creation ; re-inflam'd 
Thy Inminaries triumph and assume 
Divinity themselves. Nor was it strange. 
Matter iii^-wrought to such surprising pomp^ 
Snch godlike glory, stole the style of gods, 
From ages daik, obscure, and steep'd in sense ^ 
For sure, to sense, they truly are divine. 
And half-absolv'd idobtry from guilt ; 
Nay, tam*d it into virtue. Such it was 
In those, who pnt forth all they had of man 
Unlost, to lift their thought, nor mounted higher; ^ 
But weak of win^, on planets perclj'd ; and thought 
What was their highest, must be their ador*d. 
. But they how weak, who could no higNer mount ! 
And are there then, Lorenzo ! those, to whom 
Unseen, and unexistent are the same? 
And if hicomprehensible is jom'd, 
Who dare pronounce it madness to believe? 
Why has the mighty Builder thrown aside 
All measure in his work ; stretch'd out his Hue 
So ISir, and spread amazement o'er the whole? 
Then ^as he took delidit in wide extremes) 
Deep m the bosom of his universe, 
Dropt down that reas'mng mite, that uisect, msaa^ 
To crawl, and gaize, and wonder at the scene? — 
That man might ne'er presume to plead amagemept 
For disbelief of wonders in binuel^ 
Shall €k>d be less miraculous than what 
His hand has form'd ? Shall mysteries descend 
From un-mysterioos? Things more eleyate, 
Be more familiar' Uncreated lie 
More obvious than created, to the grasp 
Of human thought? The more of wonderful 
Is heard in Him, ^ more we should assent 
Could we coneeive Him, God he could not be; 
Or He not Goc^M we could not be men. 
A God alone rMiMmprehend a God ; 
Man*s distance yRi ipmense! On such a tiiemei 
^now tj^ Lotjqpiieem it n^^r so strange) 
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Notbiog can satisfy but what confounds^; 
Notbing, but what astonishes, is triie. 
The scepe thou $eest, attests the truth I sing, 
And ev'ry star sheds light npon thy creed. 
Tliese stars, this furniture, this costrof Heav'n^ 
If but reported, thou hadst ne'er believ'd ; 
But thine eye tells thee, the romance is true. 
The grand of nature in tii' Almighty's oath, 
In reason's conrt, to silence unbeUef^ 

How my mind, op'ning at this scene, imbibes 
The moral emanations of tlie skies, 
While nought, perhaps, Lorenzo less admires ! 
Has the Great Sov'reign sent ten thousand worlds , 
To tell us, He resides above them 9U, 
- In glory's unapproachable recess? 
And dare earth's bold inhabitants deny 
The sumptuous, the magnific embassy 
A moment's audience? Turn we, nor will hear 
From whom they come, or what they would impart 
For roan's emolument ; sole cause that stoops 
Their grandeur to man's eye ? Lorenzo ! rouse ; 
Let thought, awaken'd, take the lightniiigN wing) 
And glance from east to west, from pole to pole. 
Who sees, but is confounded, or conviuc'd ? 
Renounces reason, or a God adores? 
Mankind was sent into the world to see : 
Sight gives the science needful to their peace ; 
That obvious science asks small leai*ning*s aid. 
Wouldst thou on metaphysic pinion>' soar? 
Or wopnd thy patience amid logic thorns ? 
Or travel histdry's enormous round ? 
Nature no such hard task cmoins : She gave 
A make to man directive of his tliought ; 
A yoake set upright, pointing to the stars, 
As who should say, " Read my chief lesson there?" 
Tpo late to read this manuscript of heav'n. 
When, like a parchmlgnt'-i^croll, shrunk up by i 
It folds Lorenzo's lesson from his sight 

Lesson how various ! Nor the Gdd alone, 
I see His ministers ; I see diffus'4 
In radiant orders, essences subUme, 
Of various office^;, of various plume, 
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In heav'nlylivcrics, distinctly clad, 

Azure, green, purple, pearl, or downy gold, 

Or all comraix'd ; they,stand, witli wings outspread^ 

|4sf niog to catch the master's least command, 

And fly thro' nature, ere the moment ends ; 

Numbers innumerable ! — Well conceiy'd 

By Pagan, and by Christian ! 0*er each sphere 

Presides an angel, to direct its course. 

And feed, or fan, its flames ; or to discharge 

Other high trust unknown. For who can see 

Such pomp of matter, and imaguie, mind. 

For which alone inanimate was made, 

More sparingly dispensed? That nobler Son, 

Far liker the great Sire ! Tis thus the skiea 

Inform us of Superiors' numberle^. 

As much in excellence, above mankind. 

As above earth, in magnitude, the spheres. 

These, as a cloud of witnesses, haQg o'er us ; 

In a throng'd theatre are all our deeds : 

Perhaps, d thousand demi-gods descend 

On ev'ry beam we see, to walk with men. 

Awful reflection ! Strong restraint from ill ! 

Yet, %ere, our virtue finds still stronger aid 
From these ethereal glories sense surveys. 
Something, like magic strikes from this blue yault ; 
With just attention is it viewed ? We feel 
A sudden succour, unimpIorHl, unthought; 
Nature herself does half the work of man. 
Seas, rivers, mountains, forests, deserts, rocks, 
The promontory's hei^t, the depth profound 
Of subterranean, excavated grots, 
Black-brow'd, and vaulted high, and yawning widft 
From nature's structure, or the scoop of time; 
If ample of dimension, vast of size, 
£v'n these an aggrandiziQg impulse give; 
Of solemn thought enthusiastic heights 
Ev'n these inf1l^e. — But what of vast in these? 
Nothing i — or \vh must own the skies forgo.t 
Much less in art— Vain art ! Thou pigmy-pow'r ! 
H6W dost tbonsweU> and stnU, wi^ hjmm prid^$ 
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To shew thy Kttleiiess ! What cyidish toys, 
Thy waf ry colatnns aqmrted to the clouds \ 
Thy basoD'd rivers, and impi^son'd .seas ! 
Thy moBDtains moulded into forms of men ! 
Thy hnndred-^ted capitals ! Or ti^ose 
Where three days travel left ns much to ride j 
Gazinji: on miracles by mortals wrought. 
Arches triumphal, theatres immtnse. 
Or nodding gardens pendent in mid air! 
Or temples proud to meet their gods halfway ! 
Yet these anectnsm no commoii kind : 
^ What then the force of such superior ^enes ? 
Enter a temple, it will strike an awe : 
tVhat awe ft-om this the Deity has built ! 
A good man seen, tho' silent, counsel gives : 
The touchM spectator wishes to be wise : 
In a bright mirror his own l^mds have made, 
Here we sf e something like the face of God. 
Seems it not then enough, to say, Lozenzo! 
To man abandon'd, " Hast thou seen the skies r 

And yet, so thwarted nature's kind desi^ 
By daring man, he makes her sacred awe 
(That guard from ill) his shelter, his temptation' 
To more than common guilt, and c|nite inverts 
Celestial art^ intent. The tretnbhng stars 
See crimes gigantic, stalking thro' the gloom. 
With front erect, that hide their head by day, 
And making night still darker by ^eir deeds. 
Slumbering in covert, tifll the shades descend, 
' Rapine and murder, link'd^now prowl for prey. 
The miser earfhs bis treasures^ and the thief, 
Watching the mole, half^beggars him ere moriK 
Now plots and foul conspiracies awake; 
And, muffling up then- horrors from the moon, 
Havoc and devastation they prepare. 
And kingdoms tott'ring in the field ofblodd* 
Now sons of riot in mid-revel rage. 
What shall I do ? suf^n-ess it ? or proclium ? — 
Why' sleeps the thunder^ Now, Lorenzo! oow^ 
His best friend's couch the rank adulterer 
i^^nds secure ; «ind laughs at cods and men. 
:]^f epost'roiis Bsadmeu, void of tear or shame^ 
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I^y tfieir crimes bare t« these chaste eyes of heav'n' 
Xe^shrink, apd. shudder at a racurtal's sight ! 
Were moon and stars for villains only made ? 
To guide, yet screen them, with tcnebrious light? 
No ; they were made to fashion the snblhne 
Of human he^arts, and wiser make the wise. 

Those ends were answer'donce ; when mortals IiT*d 
Of str4Higer wing, of aquiline ascent 
la theory sublime. O how unhke 
Those vermii^ of the night this moment snng. 
Who crawl oq earth, and on her venom feed ! 
Those ancient sa^es, human stars ! They met 
^ehr brothers ot the skies, at midnight hour; 
Their counsel ask'd ; and, what they ask'd, obev*d. 
The Stagirite, and Plato, he who drank 
The poison'd bowl, and he (^Tusculora, 
With him of Gorduba (immortal names !) 
In these unbounded and Elysian walks, ^ 
An area tit for gods, and godlike men, 
They took their nightly round, thro* radiant patiit 
By seraphs trod ; instructed, chiefly, thus, 
To tread iii their bright footsteps here below: 
To walk in worth still brighter tiian the skies. 
There, they contracted their contempt of earth: 
Of hopes eternal kindled, there, the fire ; 
There, as in near approach, they glow'd, and grew 
(Great visitants !) more iutiraate vrith God," 
More worth to men, more joyous to themselves. 
'Tfaro'varimts virtues, then, with ardour, ran 
The zodiac of their leam'd, illustrious lives. 

In christian hearts, O for a pagan zeal ! 
A needful but opprobrious pray'r ) As much 
Our ai'dour less, as greater is oyr light. 
How monstrous this in morals ! Scarce more strmge 
Would this ^enomenon in nature strike, 
A sun, that froEC us, or a star, that warm'd. 

What taught these heroes of the moral world .> 
To these thou giv*6t thy praise, |;ive credit too. 
These doctors ne'er werepension'd to deceive thee j 
And pagan tutors are thy taste.— They tanght, 
That, narrow views betray to misery : 
That^ pnat, it is to comprdbend the whdle : 
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Tlmt virtue rose from nature, ponder'd weU, 
Tlie single base of virtue built to heav'n : 
That, God, and nature, our attention claim : 
That, nature is the glass reflecting God, 
As, by the sea, reflected is the sun. 
Too glorious to be gaz'd on in his sphere : 
That, mind immortal loves immortal aims : 
-^That, boundless mind aifects a boundless space ; 
That, vast surveys, and the sublime of thii^ 
The soul assimilate, and make her great : 
That therefore, heav*n her glories, as a fund 
Of inspiration, thus spreads out to man. 
Such are their doctrines ; such the night inspired. 

And what more true ? What truth ofgreater wei^? 
The soul of man was made to wal]c the skies -, 
Delightful outlet of her prison here ! 
There, disincumber'd from her chains, the ties 
Of toys terrestrial, she can rove at large . 
There, freely can respire, dilate, extend, 
In fuU proportion let loose sUl her powers ; 
Atid, undeluded, grasp at something great. / 

Nor, as a stranger, does she wander there ; 
But, wonderful herself thro' wonder strays : 
Contemplating their grandeur, flnds her own ; 
Dives deep in their economy divine. 
Sits high in judgment on tiiieir various laws. 
And, Wne a master, judges not amiss. 
Hence greatly pleas'd, and justlv proud, the soul 
Grows conscious of her bir&i celestial ; breathes 
More life, more vigour, iii her native air ; 
And feels herself at home among the stars ; 
And, feeling, emulates her country's praise. 

What call we^ then, the Armament, Lorenzo ?•— 
As earth the body, since, the skies sustain 
The soul with food, that gives immortal life, 
""all it, Th^ noble pasture of the mind ; 

Inch there expatiates, strengthens, and exults, 

id riots tliro" the luxuries of thought. 

lU it. The ^den of the Deity, 

ossom'd with stars, redundant in the growtiii 

r fruit ambrosial ; moral fruit to man. 

All it, The breast-plate of the true high-pries^ 
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Ardent with gems oracnlar, t^at give, 
In points of highest moment, right response ; 
And ill neglected, if we prize our peace. 
Thus, have we foand a true astrology ; 
Urns, Imve vre found a new and noble sense, 
In wnich alone stars govern human fates. 

that tiie stars (as some have feignM) let fall 
Bloodshed, and havoc, on embattled realms,' 
And rescu'd monarchs from«o black a guilt ! ^ 
Bourbon ! this wish how generous in a foe ! 
Wouldst thou be great, wouldst thou become a god 
And stick thy deathless name among the stars, 
For migiitr conquests on a neeale*s point ? 
Instead of forging chains for foreigners, 

BastHe thy tutor : grandeur all thy aim f 
As yet thou know*st not what it is : how gi'eat, 
How.glorious, then, appears the mind of man, 
When in it all the stars, and planets, roll ; 
And what it seems, it is :. great objects make 
Great minds, enlarging as their>iews enlarge ;, 
Those still more godlike, as these more divine. 

And more divine than these, thou canst not see. 
Dazzled, o'erpower'd, with the delicious draught 
Of miscellaneous splendors, how I reel , 

From thought to thought, inebriate, without ehdi 
An Eden, Sds 1 , a Paradise unlost ! 

1 meet the Deity in ev*ry view, 

And treipble at my nakedness before him ! 
O that I could but reach the tr^e of life ! 
Por here it grows, unguarded from our taste : 
No flaming sword denies our entrance here ; 
Would man but gather, he might live for ever. 

Lorenzo, much of moral hast thou seen. 
Of curious arts art thou more foud? Then mark 
Hie mathematic glories of the skies. 
In number, weight, and measure, all ordain'd. 
LoreivEO's boasted builders, chance, and fate, ' 
Are left to finish his aerial tow'rs ; 
Wisdom, and choice, their well-known characters 
Here deep impress, and claim it for their own. 
Tho' splendidall, no splendor void of use -, , 
ITie rivals beauty : art contend^ with pow'ri 
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No wanton waste, aipid efhae expense ; 

llie great economist adjusting all 

To prndent pomp, magnificently wise. 

H9W rich the pro^ct ! and for ever 'new! 

And newest to the roan that views it most j 

For newer still in infinite sncceeds. 

Then, these aerial racers, O how swift! 

How the shaft loiters from the strongest steingt 

Spirit alone can distance the career. 

Orb above orb ascending without end f 

Circle in cir^Cle, without end, inclos'd ! 

Wheel within wheel; EsKkiel, like to thine!* 

like thine, it seems, a vision or a dream ; 

Tho' seen, we labour to believe it true ? 

What involution ! What extent ! What twarms 

Of ipi^erlds, that laush at earth ! immeniBety great! 

Immensely distant n-om each other's spheres ! 

What then, the wondrous space thro'wbich they rtdl! 

At once it quite ingulfs all human thought ; 

^is .comprehension's absolute defeat. 

Nor tiunk thou seest a wild disorder here ; 
Thro' this illustrious chaos to the sight. 
Arrangement neat, and chastest order, reiga. 
The path prescrib*d, inviolabW kept^ 
Upbraids the lawless sallies of mankind. 
Worlds, ever thwarting, Jiever interfere : 
What knots are ty'd ! How Soon are they dSsi^^ 
And set the sieeming marry'd planets free t 
They rove for ever, without error rove ; 
Confusion unconfiis'd : nor less admire 
This tumult untumnltnous ; all on wing! 
In motion, all ! ^et what profound repose I 
MHat fiervid action, yet no noise ! as aw'd 
To silence, by tide presence of their Lord ; 
Orhush'd, by his eommaud, in love to ntsat^ 
And bid let fall soft beams on human rest. 
Restless themselves. On yon cenilean phujf^ 
In exultation to their God, and thine^ 
They dance, th^ sing eternal jubilee, 
eternal celebration of his praise. 
Bait^ since their song arrives not at our ear. 
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Their dance perplex'd exhibits \o tiie sigk^ 
Fair hieroglyphic of his peerless pow'r. 
Mark, how the labyriuthian tnrns they take, 
ITie circles intricate, and mystic maze, 
Weave the grand cypher of Omnipotence ; 
To gods, how great ! how legible to man ! 

I^ves so mnch wonder greater wonder still ? 
Where are the pillars that support the skies? 
What more than Atlantean shouMer props 
Th' incumbent load > What magic, what strange art, 
In fluid air these ponderous orbs sustains? 
Who would not think them hung in golden chains f 
— And 80 they are ; in the high will of heav'n.. 
Which fixes aU -, makes adamant of air, 
Orairof adamant; makes all of nought, ' 

Or nought of all ; if such the dread deci-ee. 

Imagine from their deep foundations torn 
The most gigantic sons of earth, the broad 
And tow*ring Alps, all tost into the sea j 
And, tight as down, or volatile as air, 
Their btilks enoi-mous dancing on the waves, . 
In time, and measure, exqiiisite ; while all ' 

The ffinds, in emulation of the spheres, 
^Tune their sonorous instruments aloft ; 
The concert swell, and animate tlie ball. 
Would this appear amazing ? Wjiat, dien, worlds, 
In a f^r thinner element sustain'd, 
ADd acting the same part, with greater skill. 
More rapid movement, and for noblest ends? 

More obvious ends to pass, are not these staqj 
, The seats majestic, proud imperial thrones, 
On which angelic delegates of heav'n, * 

At certain periods, as fie Sov'reign nods, 
Disdiargenigh trusts of vengeance, or of love; 
To clothe, in outward grandeur, grand design, 
And acts most solemn still more solemnize r 

Ye citizens of air ! what ardent thanks^ 
What full c^tfusion of the grateful heart. 
Is due from man indnl^d in such a sight I 
A sight 90 noble ! and a sight so kind ! 
It drops new truths at ev'ry new survey I 
Feels not Lorenzo something stir wi^n« . 
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That sweeps away all period I As these iphofes 

Measure duration, they no less kispire 

The godlike hope of ages without end. 

The boundless space, niro' which these rovers take 

Their restless roam, suggests the sister-thought 

Of boundless time, llms^ by kind nature's skill) 

To man unlaboior'd, that important guest. 

Eternity, finds entrance at the sight : 

And, an eternity, for man ordaiu'd, 

Or these his dettin'd midnight counsellors^ 

The stars, had never whispNer'd it to man. 

Nature informs, but ne'er insults, her sons^ 

Could she tiien kindle the most ardent wish 

To disappoint it? — ^That is blasphemy. 

Thus, of thy creed a second toticle. 

Momentous, as th' existence of a God, 

Is found (as I conceive) where rarely sought ; 

And thou may'st read thy soul immortal, here. 

Iffire, then, Lorenzo, on these glories dweU : 
Nor want the gilt^ illuminated roof, * 
That calls the wretched gay to daii delights. 
AssemUies ? — ^This is one divinely bright ; 
Here, unendanger'd in health, wealth, or fame, 
Hange thro' the fairest, and the Sultan* scorn. 
He, wise as thou, no crescent holds so fair 
As that, which on his turban awes a world ; 
And thinks the moon is proud to copy him. 
Look on her, and gain more than worlds can giye, 
A mind siiperior to tbe charms of |>ow'r. 
Thou muffled in delusions of this life ! 
Can yonder moon turn ocean in.his bed. 
From side to side, in constant ebb and flow. 
And purify from stench his wat'ry realms ? 
^nd fails her moral influence ? Wants she pow'r 
> turn Lorenzo's stubborn tide of thought 
un stagnating on earth's infected shore, 
d purge from miisance his comipted heart ? 
Is her attraction when it draws to heay*n ^ 
y, and to what thou valu'st more, earth's joy ? 
ads elevate, and panting for unseen, 
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And defebate^^om sense, alone obtain 
Full relish of existence tindeflower'd, 
The life of life, the zest of worldly bliss. 
All else on earth amounts — to what? To thif : 
« Bad to be snffer'd ; blessings to be left ;» 
Earth's richest inventory boasts no more. 

Of higher scenes be, then, the <iall obey'd. 
04et me gaze ! — Of gazing liiere's no end. 
O let me think ! — ^Thought too is wilder here ; 
In mid-way flight imagination tires ; 
Yet soon re-prones her wing to soar anew. 
Her point nnable to forbear or gain ; 
So great the pleasure, so profound the plan ! 
A banquet this, where men, and angels, meet, 
Eat the same manna, mingle earth, and heav'n, 
How distant some of these nocturnal syns ! 
So distant (says the sage*) 'twere not absurd 
To doubt, if beams, set out at nature's birtb^ 
Are yet arrived at this so foreign world ; 
Tfao' nothing half so rapid as their fli^it. 
An eye of awe and wonder let me roll. 
And roll for ever : who can satiate sight 
In such a scene? in such an ocean wide 
Of deep astonishment I Where depth,lieight,breajitii, 
Are lost in their extreme? ; and where to count 
The thick-sown glories in this field of fire^ 
Perhaps a seraph's computation fails. 
Now, f^Oy ambition! > boast thy boundless might 
In conquest, o'er the tenth part of a grain. 

And yet Lorenzo calls for miracles, 
To give bis tott*ring faith a solid base, 
Why call for less than is already thine? 
Thou art no novice in theology ; 
What is a miracle ? — Tis a reproach, 
Tis an implicit satire, on mankind ; 
And while it satisfies, it censures too. 
To common-sense, great natnre'« course proclaims 
A Deity : when mankind falb asleep, 
A miracle is sent, as an alarm. 
To wake the world, and prove him o'er again, 
^ • UugenSas. 
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By recent argiuneDt, but not more ste^ng. 
Say, which imfMnrts more plemtnde of pow'r. 
Or nature's laws to fix, or to repeal^ 
. To make a ran, or stop his mid-career ? 
To comitermand his orders, and send back 
The flaming courier to the lighted east, 
Warm'd, and astonidi'd, at his ev'ning ray? 
Or bid the moon, as with her journey lir'djt 
Bi Ajalon's soft, flow'ry vale repose? 
Great things are thes^ ; still greater^ to oreate. 
From Adam's boy/*T look down thro' the whole traiD 
Of miracles ; — resistless is thdr pow'r ? 
They do not, cannot, more amaze; the mind, 
Than this^ call'd unmiracnlous survey. 
If duly weigh'd, if rationally seen. 
If seen with human eyes. The brute, indeed^ 
Sees nought but spai^es here ; ike fool no moreu 
Say'st thou, ^* The course of nature governs all l"- 
The course of nature is the art of God. 
The miracles thou caU*st for^ this attest ; 
For say, could nature nature's course control ? 

But, miracle^ apart, who sees Him not. 
Nature's controller, author, guide, and end P 
Who turns his eye on nature's midnip;ht face, 
But must inquire — *^ What hand behind the scene, 
^^ What arm Almighty put these wheeling globes 
" In motion, and wound up. the vast machine ? 
'* Who rounded m his palm these.spacious orbs? ' 
^* Who bow'd them flaming tiiro' the darie profound, 
^' Numerous as glitt'ring gems of morning dew, 
" Or sparks iirom populous cities in a blaze, 
" And set the bosom of old night on Are ? 
'' Peopled her d^>sert, and made horror smile ?" 
Or, if the military style delights thee, 
^ For stars have fought their battles, k^igu'd with ma&) 
'■* Who marshals this bright host i Enrolls their nama '■ 

* Appoints their posts, their marches, and retains, 
^ Punctual, at stated periods ? who disbands 

* These vet'ran troops, their final duty done, 

* If ft*er disbanded t" — He, whose potent word, 
Like the loud trumpet, levy'd first their pow'rs 
In ni^t's inglorious empire, where ^ey slept * 
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In beds of darkness ; arm'd them with fierce flames, 
Arrang'd and disciplin'd, and clotb*d in gbld -, 
And call'd them ont of chaos to the field. 
Where now they wjir with ^«e and unbelief. 
O let us jpin this array ! Joining these. 
Will give us hearts intrepid, at thf^ hour. 
When brigliter flames shall cut a darker night ; 
Wlien these strong denlonstrations of a God 
Shall hide their beads, or tumble from their spheres, 
And one eternal cm-tain cover all I 

Struck at that thought, as new awak'd, I lift 
A more enlighten'd eye, and read the stars. 
To man still more propitious ; and their aid 
frho' guiltless of idplatir) implore ; 
Nor lor.ger rob thrai of their noblest name. 
Oyedividersof my time! Ye bright " 
Accomptants of my days, and months, and years, 
In your fair kalen^ distinctly marked ! 
Suice that authentic, radiant register, 
Tho' man inspects it nIOt, stands Kood against him ; 
Since yon, and years, roll on, tho' man stands still ; 
Teach me my days to number, and apply 
My trembling heart to wisdom ; . now beyond 
AU shadow of excuse for fi>oling on. 
Age smooths our path to prudence ; sweeps aside 
The snares, keen appetites, and passion, spread 
To catch stray souls ; and woe to that grey head^ 
Whose folly would undo what age has done ! 
Md, then, aid all ye stars ! — Much rather, Thou, 
Great Artist ! Thou, whose finger set aright 
This exqniate machine, with aU its wheels, 
Tho' intervolv'd, exact ; and pointing out 
Ufe's rapid, and irrevocable flight. 
With snch an index iair, as none can miss. 
Who lifts an eye, nor sleepstiU it is closed. 
Open mine eye, dread Deity! to read 
The tacit doctrine of thy wprks ; to see 
Things as the^ are, unaltered thro* the glass 
Of worldly noshes. Time, eternity ! 
('TIS these mismeasnr'd, ruin all numkind) 
Set them before me ; let me lay them both 
in equakscale and learn their varions^rei^ 
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Jjet time appear a moment^ a» it is: 
And let eternity's full orb, at once. 
Turn on my soid, and strike it into heav'n. 
When shaU I see ^ more than charms me now? 
Ga«e on creation's model in thy breast 
Unveird, nor wonder at the tRmscript more } 
' When, this vile, foreign dust, which smothers all 
That travel earth's deep vale, shall I shake off? 
I^lien shall ray son! her incarnation quit. 
And re-adopted to thy blest embrace, 
Obtain her apotheosis in Thee } 

Dost think, Lorenzo, this is wand'ring wide ? 
No, 'tis directly striking at the mark ; 
To wake thy dead devotion was my point ; 
And how I bless night's consecrating shades. 
Which to a temple turn an nniverse y 
Fill OS vdth great ideas full of heaVn, 
And antidote the pestilentid earth! 
In ev'ry storm, that either frowns, or ^lUs, 
What an asylum has the soul in pray'r! 
And what a iane is this, in wluch to pray ! 
And what a Opd must dwell in such a iane! 
O what a geniqs must inform the skies ! 
And is Lorenzo's jKilamttfider-lieart 
Cold, and ohtoneh'd, amid these sacred fires ? 
O ye noctnmal spaiiis ! Ye glowing embers. 
Oil heav'n's broad hearth ! who burn, or bum no 
Who blaze, or die, as great Jehovah's breath 
Or blows yon, or forbears ; assist my soi^ ; 
Pour your whole influence ; exorcise his heart. 
So long possest ; and brmg him back to man. 

And «B Lorenzo a demnrrcr still ? 
Pride in thy parts provokes thee to contest 
Truths, which contested, put thy parts to shmne. 

Vor shame they moi^ Lorenzo's head than heart; 

\ faithless heart, how despicably small ! * 

Too strait, aught great, or gen'rous to receive ! 

^ill'd with an atom ! fill'd, and foul'd, with self! 

^od self.mjstaken ! Self, that la^ts an hour ! 

tnstincts and passions, of the nobler kind. 

Lie suffocated there ; or they alone. 

Reason apart^ would wake h^ hope > and open, 
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To ravish'd thoaght, that intellec.taal sphere, 
Where order, wisdom, goodness, Providence^ 
Their endless miracles of love display, 
And promise all the truly great desire. 
Thejnind that would be happ^, must be greats 
Great in its wishes ; great in its surveys. 
Extended views a narrow mind extend; 
Pnsh out its corrugate, expansive make, 
Which, ere long, mor^ than planets shall embrace. 
A roan of compass makes a man of worth j 
Divine contemplate, and become divine. 

As man was macte for glory, and for bliss, 
All Uttleness is in approach to woe ; 
Open th^ bosom, set thy wishes wide. 
And let m manhood ; let in happiness ; 
Admit the boundless theatre ot thought 
From nothing, up to God ; which makes a man. 
Take God from nature, no thing great is left -, 
Man's mind is in a pit, and nothing sees ; 
M an*s heart is in a jakes, an'd loves the miie. 
Emerge from thy profound * erect thine eye ; 
See thy distress ! How close art thou besiegM ! 
Besieg'd Sy nature^ the proud sceptic's foe ! 
Inclos*d by these innumerable worlds, 
Sparkling conviction on the <ku-kest mind, 
As in a golden net of Providence, 
How art thou caught, sure captive of belief ? 
From this thy blest captivity what art, 
What blasphemy to reaison, sets thee free! 
This scene is heaven's indulgent violence: 
Canst thou bear up against this tide of gloiy ? 
What is earth bosom'd in these ambient orbs, 
But, faith in God impos'd, and press'd on man ? 
Dar'st thou still liti^te thy desperate cause, 
Spite of Uiese num'rous^ awful, witnesses, 
And don b t the deposition of the skies ? 
O bow laborious is thy wa^^ to rum ! 

laborious? ^Tis impracticable quite ; 
To sink beyond a doubt, in this debate. 
With all his weight of wisdcmi, and of wiQ, 
And crime flagitious, I defy a fool. 
Some wish they did -, \mtoo mm disbelieTCS,. 
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God is a spirit, spirit ciumot strike ^ 

These gross material orn^ns : God by man 

As mucli is seen, as mana God can see, 

In these astonistung exploits of power. ^ 

What order, beauty, motion, distance, size ! 

Concertion of design, how exqnisiie I 

How complicate, in their divine police ! 

Apt means! great ends! consent to genVal good I— 

Each attribute of these material gods^ 

So long (and that with specious pleas) ador'd, 

A sepVate conquest gains o'er rebel thought ; 

And leads in tnumph the whole mind of man. 

Lorenzo, this may seem harangue to thee ; 
Such aU is apt to s^em, that thwarts our wilL 
And dost ^ou, then, detnand a simple proof 
Of this great master-moral of die skies, 
UnskiU'd, or disinclined, to read it there ? 
Since 'tis the basis, and all drops without it^ 
Take it, in one cofiipact, unbroken chain. ^ 
Such proof insists on an attentive ear ; 
'Twill not make one ami(f a mob of thoughts, 
And, for thy notice, struggle with the world. 
Retire ;~the world shut out;-thy thoughts call homej- 
Imagination's airy wing r^r^ss ; — 
Lock up thy senses \ — let no passion stir ; — 
Wake all to reason ; — ^let her reign alone ; 
Then, in thy soul's deep silence, and the depth 
Of nature's Silence, midnight, thus inquire, 
As I have done ;— and shall inquire no more. 
In uature's channel, thus the questions run : — 

^* What am I ? and from whence ? Inothwgknow, 
'^ But that I am ; and, since I am, conclude 
** Something eternal ; had there e'er been.nooi^t, 
' Nought still had b^n : eternal there must t^. 

But what eternal ?— Why not human race ? 

And Adam's ancestors without aaend ; — 

That* s hard to be conceiv'd, since ev'ry link 

Of that tong-chain'd succession is so frail ; 

Can ev'ry part depend, and not the whole ? 

Yet grant it true , new difficulties rise ; 

Fro still quite out at sea ; nor see the shove. 
^Whence earth, and these bright orbn? Eternal toe? 
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<< Grant matter was eternal ; stiU these orbs 

** Woold want some otber fotfaer ; — much design 

'' Is seen in all their motions, all their makes ; 

** Design implies intelligence, and art : 

'' That can't be from themselves — or 'man ; that art 

'' Man scarce can comprehend, conld man bestow i 

^' And nothing greater/ yet allow'd than man.-^ 

*^ "Who, motion, foreign to the smallest grain, 

** Shot thro' vast masses of enormous weight ? 

** Who bid brute matter's restive lump assume 

'^ Such various forms, and gave it wings to % ? 

'* Has matter innate motion? Then each atom, 

<* Asserting its indisputable right 

^ To dance, would form an universe of dust 

'^ Hasmatteraone? Then whence these glorious formq, 

^' And boundless flights, from shapeless and repos'd f 

** Has matter more than motion ? Has it thought, 

'' Judgment, and genius ? Is it deeply leam'd 

'' In mathematics ? Has it framM such laws, 

** Which, but to guess, a Newton made immortal ? — 

'* If so, how each sage atom laughs at me, 

*^ Who think a clod inferior to a man ! 

^* If art, to form ; and counsel, to conduct ; 

^ And that with greater iar than human skill ; 

^ Resides not in each block ; a Godhead reigns,^ — 

** Grant then, invisible, eternal, Mind ; 

^^ That granted all is sblv'd. — But, granting that, 

'^ Draw I not o'er me a still darker cloud ? , 

" Grant I hot that which I can ne'er conceive ? 

^* A being without origin or end ! 

" Hail, human liberty ! There is no God — 

" Yet, why ? On either scheme that knot subsists : 

*' Subsist it must, in God, or human rac 

'^ If in the last, how many knots beside 

** Indissoluble all?— Why choose it the 

** Where, chosen, still subsist ten thou! 

" Reject it, where, that ^jhosen, all the 

** Dispers'd, leave reason's whole horis 

*' This is not reason's dictate ; reason 

" Close with the side where one grain ti 

" What vast preponderance is here I i 

" With loader voice exclaim — Believ( 
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^ And reason heard, U the sole mari^^raan. 
<^ What things impossible most man think true 
<* On any other system ? And how strange - 
*' To disbelieve, thro' mere credulity !" 

If, in t^ chain, Lorenzo finds no flaw, 
Let it for ever bind him to belief. 
And where the link, in which a flaw he finds ? 
And if a God there is, that God how great ! 
How great that pow'r, whose providential care 
Thro' these bright orbs* dark centres ^rts a ray ! 
Of nature universal threads the whole ! 
Andliangs creation, like a precious gem, 
T%o' little, on the footstool of his throne. 

That little gem, how large ! a weight let fall 
From a fixt star, in ages can it reach 
This distant e^irth? Say, then, Lorenzo, where, 
Where ends this mighty building? Where b^gUi 
The suburbs of creation? Where the wall 
WTiose battlements look o'er into the vsde 
Of non-existence, nothing's strange abode ? 
Say, at what point of space Jehovah dropp'd 
His slacken'd line, and \sM his balance by ; 
Weigb'd worlds, and mea»ur'd infinite, no more ? 
Where rears his terminating pillar high 
Its extra-ranndane head ; and says, to gods, 
In characters illustrious as tlie sun, 

I stand , the flanks proud period ; I pronounce 
IThe work uccompUsh'd ; the creation clos'd : 
Shout, all ye gods ! nor sfwut, ye gods, atone ; 
Of all that lives, or, if devoid of life. 
That rests, or rolls, ye heights, and depths, resound ! 
Resound! resound ! ye depths, and heights, resound ! 

Hard are those questions? — Answer harder sfin. 
this the sole exploit, tlie single birth, 
e solitary son of pow'r divine? 
has th' Almighty Father, with a breath, 
pregnated the womb of distant space f 
B Jie not bid in various provinces, 
other-creationsthe dark bowels bnrst 
f night primaeval ; barren, now. no more ? 
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And he the centtal S^, tnmspierciog all 
Those giant generations^ which disport^ 
And dance, as motes, in his meridian ray ; 
QThat ray withdrawn, benighted, or absorbed. 
In tliat abyss of horror, w^nce they spmog; 
Whife chaos triumphs, repossest of all 
Rival creation ravish'd from his throne ? 
Chaos ! of nature both the womb, and grave ! 
Think'st thou,my scheme,Lorenzo,spreads too wide? 
Is this extravagant ? — No ; this is just ; 
Jost^ in conjecture, thb' 'twere false in fact. 
If 'tis an error, *tis an error sprung 
From noble root, high thought of the most high. 
But wherefore error ? Who can prove it such ? 
He liiat can set Omnipotence a bound. 
Can man conceive beyond wliat God can do ? 
Nothing, but quite impossible, is hard. 
He summons into being, with like ease, 
A whole creation, and a single grain. 
Speaks he the word? a thousand worlds are bom !-^ 
A tliousand worlds ? There's space for millions more ! 
And in what space can his great fiat fail ? 
Condemn me not, cold critic ! but indulse 
The warm imagination : Why condemn T 
Why not indulge such thoughts, as swell our hearts 
With fuller admiration of fiat pow'r. 
Who gives our hearts with such high thoughts to swelP 
Wliy not indulge in his augmented praise? 
Darts not his glory a still bri^ter ray. 
The less is left to chaos, and the realms 
Of hideous night, where fancy strays aghast ; 
And, tho' most talkative, makes no report ? 

Still seems my thought enormous ? Think agsCiti-— 
Experience' self shall aid thy lame belief. 
Glasses (that revelation to the sight !) 
Hare they not let us in the deep disclose 
Of fine-spun nature, exquisitely small. 
And, tho' demoustratecl, still ill-conceiv*d ? 
If then, on the reverse, the mind would mount 
In magnitude, what mind can mount too far, 
To keep the balance, and creation poise? 
Defect alone can err on soch a th^e ; 
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What 18 to« crMt, tfw« Ihe eaasesor^ey ? 
Stupendous Architect! Thou! Thou art all! 
My soul flies op and down in thoughts of Thee, 
And finds herself but at the centre still ! 
I AM. t^ name ! existence, all thine own ! 
CreatiOR*s nothing ; flattei'^lmndi, if styl'd 
" The thin, die fleeting atsmospliere of God." 

O.for the votce—of what ? of whom ?— What voice 
Can answer to my wants, in kach ascent, 
As dares to deem one universe too small? 
Tell me, Lorenzo ! (fornow fency glpws^ 
Fir*d in Ihe vortex of Ataaghty pow'r) 
Is not this home-creation, in the map 
Ofuniver8alBature,asaspeck, ' . 

Like fair Britannia in onr little ball ; 
Exceeding fiur, and glorions, for its size, 
But, elsewhere, for out-measni'd, far outshone? 
In fancy (for the fact beyond us Ifes) 
C^anst thou not figure it, an isle, abnost 
Too small for notice, in the vast of being ; 
Severed by mighty seas of unbuilt space, 
From other r^ms ; firmi^ ample continents 
Of h^her life, where nobler natives dwell i 
Less northern, less remote from Deity. 
Glowing beneath tfa^ line of the Supreme ; 
Where souls in excellence make haste, put forth 
Luxuriant growths ; nor the late autumn wait 
Of human worth, but ripen soon to gods ! 

Yet why drown fimcy in such depths as these? 
Return, presumptuous rover ! and confess 
The bounds of man ; nor blame them, as too small. 
Enjoy we not full scope in what is seen ? 
Full ample the dominions of the sua ! 
Full glorious to behold ! How far, how wide, 
The matchless monarch, from his flaming throne, 
avish of lustre, throws bis beams about him, 
irther aud faster, than a thpught can fly, 
nd feeds his planets with eteraal fires ! 
bis Heliopolis, by greater far, 
iun the proud tyrant of tiie Nile, was buUt \ 
od he alonie, who built it, can destroy, 
eyond this city, why strays human thought ? 
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O^cvfondakA, enmi^ for Bian to know I 
One Iniinite enough &r man to range ! 
One firmament, enongb for man to read ! 
O what voluminotts instruction here ! 
What page of wisdom is den/d him f None ; 
If learning his chief lesson makes him wise. 
Nor is instruction, here, our only gain ; 
Tb^jrdweUs m n^ble pathos in the skies. 
Which warms e^r passions, proselytes our hearts. 
How eloquentl/sliiiies the glowing pole I 
WHh what authority it gives its charge. 
Remonstrating oreat truths in style sublime, 
Tho* silent, loud ! heard enrth around ; above 
The planets heard ; and not unheard in hell : 
Hell has her wonder, though too proud to praise. 
Is earth, then, more infenud ? Has she those, 
Who neil^er praise (Xiorenzo 1) nor admire? 

lioreBso*s Admiration, pre-en^ag'd, v 

Ke*er ask'd the moon one question : sever held 
li^st correspondence with a single star ; 
l^e'er rear'd^aa altar to the Queen of heav'n 
Walkiitg in brightness ; or her train ador'd. 
Their sublunary rivals have long since 
En^ss'd his whole devotion ; stars malign. 
Which made their fond astronomer run mad| 
Darken his intellect, commt his heart ; ^ 

Cause him to sacrifice his rame and peace 
To momentary madness, call'd deHght. 
Idi^ter, more gross than ever kiss'd 
;The limd hand to Luna, or pour*d out 
-The blood to Jove 1~0 Thou, to whom belongfi 
All sacrifice! O Thou great Jove unfeign'd ! 
Divine Instructor! thy first volume this, 
For man*ft^perusal ; aU in capitals I 
In moon and stars (heaven's golden alpbabet !) 
Emblaz'd to seise tbe sight ; who runs, may read, 
Who reads, can understand. Tis un^onfin'd 
To Christttn land or Jewry ; fiurly writ. 
In language universal, to mankind : 
A lan^puigeTlirfbr to tiie leamM, yet plain 
To those that weed the flock, or guide tiMpfor 
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Or^ from its bosk, strike out tlM boanding graia 
A langnage, worthy the great mind, that speaks ! 
Preface, and comment, ta the sacred page t 
Which oft refers its reader to the skies. 
As pre-snpposing bis first lesson there^ 
And scriptore self a fragment, that miread. 
Stupendous book of wisidom, to the wise ! 
Stupendous book I and open!d, Nighty by tfaee 

By thee much open*d, I confess, O Ni^ht ! 
Yet more I wish ; bat how shall I prevail ? 
Say, gentle Night ! whose modest, maid^i bcaiBs 
Give lis a new creation, and present 
The world!8 great pictare soften'd to the ngbt ; 
Nay, kinder far, far more indnlgent still. 
Say, thou, whose mild dominion's silver key 
UnloiHu our hemisphere, and sets to view 
Worlds beyond number ; worlds concealed by day 
Behind the proud, and envious star of noon ! 
Canst thou not draw a deeper scene ? — ^And shew 
The mighty Potentate, to whom beloiw 
These nch regalia poibpously display 'd 
To kindle that high hope ? like him of Uk * 
I gaze aronnd ; I searcn on ev*ry side — 
O for a glimpse of Him my soul adores ! 
As tlie chas'd hart^ amid the desert waste. 
Pants for the living stream ; for Him who made hcf; 
So pants the thirsty soul, amid the blank 
Of sublunary joys. Say, goddesr ! where ? 
Whereblazes his bright court? Where bums histhrone? 
Thou know'st ; fbr tiioa art near him ; by thee round 
His grand pavilion, sacred fame reports, 
The sable curtain drawn. If not, can none 
Of thy fair daughter-train, so swift of wing. 
Who travel far, discover where he dwells f 

V star his dwelling pointed out beloW.t 

'c^Pleiades ! Arcturus ! Mazaroth ! 

nd thou, Orion !^ of still keener eyel 

ly ye, who guide the wilder'd in the ware^ 

•Job. tMiitt.U.S. 

4 Nunes 9r tke lereHd coQsteUatifMP in theheafcse 
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And bring them out of tempest into port ! < 
On which hand mnst I bend my course to find Him ? 
These courtiers keep the secret of their King; 
I wake whole nigl^ts, in yain, to steid it from them. 

I wake ; and, waking, climb night's radiant scale^ 
From sphere to sphere ; the steps by nature set 
For man's ascent ; at once to tem{|t and aid ; 
To tempt Ins eye, and aid his tow'ring thought^ 
Till it arrives at tiie great goal of all. 

In ardent contemplation's rapid car, 
From earth, as from my barrier, I set out* 
How swilt I mount ! Diminished earth recedes ; 
I pass the moon ; and, irom her farther «ide, 
Pierce heav'n's blue curtain ; strike into remote ; 
Where, with Ids lifted tube, the subtle sage 
His artificial, ainr journey takes. 
And to celestial lengthens human sight. 
I pause at ev'r^ planet on my road. 
And ask for Hmi who gives tlieir orbs to roll. 
Their foreheads fair to shine. From Saturn's ring, 
In which, of eartiisanarmy might be lost. 
With the bold comet, take my bolder flight, 
An^d those sov'reign glories of the skies, 
Of independent, native lustre proud ; 
The souls of systems ; and the lords of life. 
Thro' their wide empires ! — ^What behold I now ? 
A wilderness of wonders burning round ; 
Where larger suns inhabit higher spheres ; 
Perhaps the villas of descen£ng god» 1 
Nor halt I here ; my toil is but begun -, 
Tie but the threshold of the Deity ; 
Or, far beneath it, I am grov'ling still. 
Nor it it strange ; I build on a mistake ; 
The grandeur of his works, whence folly sought 
For aid, to reason set his glory higher ; 
Who built thus hi|^ for worms ^mere worms to him) 
O where, liorenzo ! mnst the builder dwell ? 

Pause, then ; and for a moment, here respire — 
If humaa Ihonii^ht can keep its station hei^e. 
Jfliere am I ? Where is earth?— Nay, where art thou , 
P sun ?— Is the sun tunf d recluse ? — ^And are 
Bis boasted e3q»editkms 9hort to mme ! 
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To mine, bow diort i On iiatare*8 Alps I stwd. 
And see a ttiousand firmaments b^ieatk! 
A thousawl systems ! a;< a tbottaaad grsnoa! 
So moch a strani^r, and so late arriv'dy 
How can man's carious spirit not inoukey 
What are the natives of tiiis world snblimcy 
Of this so foreign, uutttrrestrial sphere. 
Where mortal, untranslated, never stray'd ? 

" O ye, as distant firom n^y Uttle home, 
*^ As swiftest snn^beamf in an age can % I 
**^ Far from my native element I ream, 
^ In quest of new, and wonderfol, to man. 

* What province this, of his immense domain, 
'< Whom all obey ? Or mortals here, or goda? 

** Ye bord'rers en the coasts of bliss ! What are yoa? 

* A colony from heav'n? Or only rais'd, 

** By frequent visit from heaven's ne%hboiirkigrcalni 

^ To secondary gods, and half divme ? — 

^ Whatever your nature, this is past dispute, 

" Far other life you Uve, far other tongne 

^ You talk, fiir other thou^t, perhips^ yoa think. 

^ Than mm. How various are the vrorks of God? 

'* But say, what thought? Is reason here enthron^d| 

^ And absolute ? Or sense in arms against her ? 

** Have you two lights ? Or need you no revealed ^ 

^ Enjoy your happy realms their golden age ? 

*' And.had your Eden an abstemious Eve? 

** Our Eve's fair daughters prove their pedigree, 

^< And ask their Adams — ' Who would not be wise)* 

** Or, if your mother fell^ are yoo redeen^d ? 

"And if redeem'd— is your Redeemer seemed ? 

** Is this your finalj:esidence ? If not, 

^ Change you your scene, tiranshited ? Or by death ? 

^ And if by death, What death ^^Enow yoU diMaN^ 

" Or horrid war ? — With war^ this fatal hour, 

'^ Europa groans (so call Ire a small fi^d^ 

^ Where kings run mad). In our worlc^ death^^Hild 

** Intemperance to> do the work of age ! -^^ . 

*' And hanging up the quiver nature gave hijB^ 

" As sJow of execution, for dispatch 

^ Sends forth impejial butchers ; bidft them slay 

"* Theic sheep iW siUy sliec^ tiiey fleofil b^)re} 
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^IAbcI toss him twice ten tkonsand at a metL 

" Sit all your execationers on tliroiies? 

<< With you, can rage for plunder make a God? 

'* And bloodshed wash out ev*ry other stain? — 

** Bnt yoa^ perhaps^, can*t bleed : From matter groia 

'* Your spirits clean, are delicately clad 

^ In iine-spqn ether, privileged to soar, 

<* Unloaded, uninfected : How unlike 

*' The lot of man ! How few of human race 

'^ By tfaefr own mud nnmnrder'd ! How we wage 

" Self-war eternal ! — Is your painful day 

** Of hardy conflict o'er ? Or are yOu still 

^ Raw candidates at school ? And havf you those 

"Wbo disaffect reversions, as with us? — 

" But what are we ? You never heard of man, 

^ Or earth ; the bedlam of the universe I 

^ Where reason (nndiseas'd with you) runs mad^ 

'^ And nurses FoIIy*8 children as her own ; 

" Fond of the foulest. In the sacred mount 

^ Of holiness, where reason is^ pronounced 

^' Infallible, and thunders like a god ; 

** Ev'n there, by saints, the daemons are outdone : 

'* What these think wrong, our saints refine to right f 

^ And kindly teach dull hell her own black arts ; 

^ Satan, instructed, o'er their moral smiles. — 

" But tliis, how strange to you, who know not man ! 

" Has the least rumour of our race arrived ? 

*' Caird here El^ah, in his flaming cgr }* 

** Past by you the good £nocb,t on his road 

'f To those fair fields, whence Lucifer was faori*d : 

*' Who brush'd, perhaps, your sphere, in his descent^ 

'' Stain'd your pure ci^stal ether, or letfaH 

'^ A short eclipse from his portentous s^ade ? 

** O ! that the fiend had lodg'd on some broad orb 

<* Atiiwart his way ; nor reached his present home, 

" Then blacken'd earth with'feotsteps fOiil*d m hell, 

'' Noi^ washed in ocean, as from Rome he past, 

*' To Britain's isle ; too, too, conspieuoat there V 

But this is all digression^ Where is He, 
That o'er heav'n's battlements the fielon hurl'd 

•aX2BS%ii.U. t-Oei9tif,T.S«» 
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To groans, and chains and darkness ? Wh^re is Re 
Who sees creation's summit in a vale ? 
He, whom, while man is man, he can't bnt seek; 
And if he finds, commences more than man i 
O for a telescope His throne to reach ! 
Tell me, ye leam*d on earth ! or blest above 
Ye searching, ye Newtonian angels ! tell, 
Where yonr great Master's orb ! His planets where 
Those conscious satellites, those morning-stars^ 
First-bom of Deity ! From central love, ' 
By veneration most profound, thrown off; 
By sweet attraction, no less strongly drawn ; 
Aw'd, and yet raptur'd, raptured yet serene ; 
Past thought, illustrious, but with borrowM beans; 
In still approaching circles, still remote, 
Revolvmg round the sun's eternal Sire I 
Or sent, in lines direct, on embassies 
To nations — in what latitude? — Beyond 
Terrestrial thought's horizon ! — And on what 
High errand sent ? — Here human effort ends ; 
And leaves me still a stranger to his throne. 

Full wen it might ! I quite mistook my road. 
Bom in an age more cunous than devout; 
More fond to fix the place of heav'n, or hell, 
Than studious this to <:hon, or that secure. 
'TIS not the curious, but the pious path. 
That leads me to my point : Lorenzo ! know, 
Without or star, or angel, for their guide, 
Who worship God, sh^l find him. Humble love. 
And not proud reason, keeps the door of heav'a ; 
Love finds admission, where proud science faib. 
Man's science is the culture of his heart ; 
And not to lose his plummet in tlie depths 
Of nature, or the more profound of God. 
Either to know, is an attempt that sets 
The wisest on a level with the foOI. 
To fathom nature (ill-attempted here !) 
Past dSlibt, is deep philosophy above; 
Higher degrees in ohss arctmngels take. 
As deeper learn'd ; the deepest, learning still 
For what a thunder of Omnipotence 
(So might I dare to speak!) Is seen in all ! 
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in man! in earth! in more amasing skies! 
reft^ung this lesson, pride is loth to learn — 
' Not deeply to discern, not mnch to know, 
* Mankind was bom to wonder, and adore.** 

And is there cause for higher wonder still. 
Than tiiat which struck ns from our past surreys! . 
Yes ; and for deeper adoration too. . 
FroBB mv late airy travel unconfin'd, 
Have I ieam'd nothing? Yes, Lorenzo! Ttua; 
£acti of these 8t|u» is a religious house; 
I saw their aHars smoke, their incense nse. 
And heard hosamiahs ring thro* ev'ry sphere, 
A seminary fi^u^t with future gods, 
Katnre all o^er is consecrated ground^ 
Teennng with growths immortal, and divine* 
The great Proprietor's all-bounteous hand 
I^eaves nodpng waste^ but sows these fieiy fields 
AFith seeds of I'eason, which to virtues rise 
Beneatii his genial ray ; and, if escap'd 
The peitikntial blasts of stubborn wiH, 
When grown mature, are gathered for the skies. 
And is devotion thought too much on earthy 
When beings, so superior, homage boast, 
And tfiumpfa in prostrations to the Throne? 
But wherefore more ^planets, or of stars? 
Bthejreal joumies, and, discovered there. 
Ten thonaand worlds, ten thousand ways deroQt, 

All nature sending faicease to the throne, ** 

Except the bold Lorenzos of our sphere f 

Op*niiw the solemn sources of jny soul, 

Since I have pour d, like feign*dEridami8, 

My Howing nnn^rs o'er, the flaming sides, 

Nor see, oi 

Invites the * 

Our past n 

Say, then,; 

The whole. 

Must man 

<<^Owhatfl 

^Owhatf 

^'Woridsl ttionffi 
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<< In one am^menited cbuter hnogy 

^ *Qreat Vine ! on Thee, on Thee the cluster fa«|g5 

^< The fiii^ cluster! infinitely spread 

** In glow^g globes, ivitk various beings Ifraugbt ; 

^ And dnnks (nectareous draught !) immortai life. 

** Or, shall I say (for vvho can say enough^ 

'< A constellation often thousand gemsi 

^ And Of of what dimension ! of yx)XAt weight I) 

*^ Set in one 8igQet,_fiameson the right band 

^* Of Mt^esbr Divine I The blazing seal, 

** That deeplv stamps^ on all created mindy 

'' Indehble, His soVreiga attributes, 

^ Omnipotence, and I>ove ! That, passing bound: 

^ And this, surpassing that. Nor stpp we here, 

** For want of pow'r m God, but thought in roan.. 

^ Evil this acknowledged leaves us stiU in debt; - 

^' If greater aught, that greater all is thine^ 

<* Dread Sire! — Accept this miniature of Thee ; • 

^< And pardon an atten^pt from mortal thought, 

** In which archangels might have ^ui'd imblain*4'' 

How such ideas of th' Ahnighty^s pow'r. 
And such ideas of th' Almigh^s plan,- 
('Ideas not absurd) distend the thought 
Of feeble mortals! nor of them alone ! 
The fuUness of th,e Deity breaks forth 
In inconceivable^ to men, and gods. 
Think, then, O think ; nor ever drop the thoo^t^ 
How low must man descend, when gods adore I-— 
Have I not, then, accomplished my proud boast ? 
Did I not tell thee, '^ We would mount, Lorenao 1 
*< Andikindle our demotion at the stars •"' 

And have I &U*d ? And did I flatter thee? ^ 
And art all adamai^t? And dost confute 
All urg^d, vvith one irrefragable smile? 
Lorenzo! Mirth bow jniserable here! 
Swear by the stars, ^y HIM who made then, s^^ 
Thy heart, henceforth, shsdl be as pure as they : 
Theii thou, like them, shaltshine ; like themshalt tJ^ 
From low to lofl^^ from obscure to bri^t; 
By due gradation, natiire's sacred law. 
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Tbe stars, from 1lvfaence^— Ask cbaos— He can tell. 

Tlifese br^^ temptationt to idolatry, 

From darkness and confnsion, tbok their birth ; 

Sons of defonnitT! From fluid dregs 

l^^utareai^ first they rose to masses rude ; 

And then to spheres opaque ; then dimly shone ; 

Theit brigbten*d; then biaz'd out in perfect day. 

Nature delif^ in progress ; in advance 

From worse' to better: but, when minds ascend. 

Progress, in part, depends upon themselves. 

Hcav'n suds exertion ; greater makes the great; 

The voluntary little lessens more. 

O be a man, and thou shalt be a god ! 

And half self made ^ — ^Ambition how divine I 
O thOB,amlMtioBs of disgrace alone ! 

Still nndevont? Unkhidled !•— 'JTho' high taught, 
Schdord by the^oes; and pupil of the stars; 
Kank coward to themshionabie world! 

Art thim asbam'd to bend thy knee to heav'n ? 

Carst fume of pride, exhal'd from deepest hell ; 

Piride in religion is man's highest praise. 
Bent on destruction ! and in love with death! 

Not all these luminaries, quenched at once, 
Were half so sad, as one benighted mind, 
liVhich gropes fbrhappiness and meets despanr. 
How, like a widow, m her weeds, the nigbt, 
Amidlier ghmm'ring tapers, nlent sits ! 
How sorrowful, how desohite, she weeps 
Perpetual dews, and saddens nature's.scene ! 
A scen^ more sad sin makes the darkened soul. 
Ail cotiiffMrt kiHs, nor leaves one spark alive. 
Tho* btind of heart, still open is Ibine eye: 
Why such magnificence in tfll thott seest ? 
Of matter's grandeur, know, one end is tiiis, 
To tell the rational who gazes on it — 
'< Tho' tint immensely great, still greater He, 
^ Whose breas^ capacious, can embrace, and lodge, 
** Uttbnrden'd, nature's universal scheme ; 
" Can gras)} creation vrttfa a single thought : 

'< Creation gtasp, and not exclude its Sire." . 

To tell him farther *' It behoves him much 

<* To guard the important, yet depending iate 
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'^ Of b«ii|L Mghter tlMo a tbooiaiid Mills ! 
^ One uape my of thought ovtBhioes them aH.*'-«>- 
And if inaahemn obedient, mod he'll «Mr 
Snperior heights, and on his poiple WHig^ 
His purple wing bedropp*d with eyes mfoidf 
Rising, where &ooght is now deny'd to nse. 
Look down triamp^t on these dazzHn^ spheres. 

Why then persist? — No mortal ever bir'd 
-But, iykig, he pronoanc*d (when words are tree;) 
Thejsrhole that charms thek absohitd^Tain ; 
Vain, and &ff worse I—Think tho% wilh dyiii|; men ; 
O condescend to think as an|e]s thmk ! 
O tolerate a chance for happmest! 
Our nature such, ill choice ensures fll ikt6 ; 
And hell had been, tho' there had'been no OoA 
Dost thou not know, my new astronomer ! 
Earth turning from the sun, brings m|dit to man! 
Man turning from his Qody brings enileBS night; 
Where thou canst read no morals, Aid no fifMdy 
Amend no manners, and expect no peace. 
How deep^ the darlmess ! and the groan bow kwdC 
And 6ir, how ihr, fW>m lambent are the flames! 
Such is Lorenzo's purchase I sudi his praise! 
The proud, the pcSitic, Lorenxo^s pnupe ! 
Tho' in his ear, and leveU'd at his heart, 
I've half read o'er the vokmie of the skies. 
For think not tiiou hasthe^rd all this from m«; 
~ r song but echoes what great nature speaks, 
lat has she spoken ? Thus the goddess spolbe. 
Thus speaks for ever :— ^ Pku^ at natm^ tiead, 
** A Sovereign, which o'er all things roOs his eg^ 
" Extends his wins, promalgates his cornmuads^ 
<< But, above aU, ttffiises en^Oess good ^ 
' To whom for sure redress^ tiie wroM'd nuqr fiy ; 
The vile for mercy ; and the pain'd for peace ; 
By whom, the various tenants of these spheres^ 
Diversify'd in fortunes, |f tece, and pow'ns ' 
Rais'd m e^foyment, as m worth they rise 
Arrive at le^th (if worthv such approach) 
At that blestKNmtam4iead,6rom which tiMy aMMi; 
' Where conflict past redoubles present jpy • 
;<^ And present joy looks forwarattt increase ; 
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*' And that on more; on period I ev'ry step 
^< A dooble boon! a promise, and a bliss/' 
How easy nto this sctteme on bnman hearts ! 
It suits their nudce! it sooths their vast desires ; 
Passion is pleased, and reason asks no mor^ ; 
Tis rational! Tis great !-^Bfijb what is thme? 
It darkens !• shocks ! exemciates ! and confoimds f 
licaves ns <|aite naked, both of help and hope, 
Smkiogtrom bad to worse; few years, the sport 
Of fortune ; then, the morsel of despair. 

Say, then, Lorenzo ! (for then know'st it well) 
"What's vice? Mei^ want of compass in oar thought 
Religion, what?— -Ihe proof of (common sense ; 
How art dioa hooted, where the least prevails! 
Is it ii^iwilt, if these troths call thee fool? 
And thou shalt never be raiseall'd bv me 
Can neither shame, nor terror, stand thv friend ? 
And art thon still an insect in the mire f 
How, like thy gnardian angel, have I flown ; 
Snatch'd tbeenom earth ; escorted thee thro* all 
IV tabiGtetl armies ; walked thee^ like a god, 
Htfo' splendonrs of first magnitnde, arranged 
On either hand ; clouds tfarMm beneath thy feet; 
Close<«raiB*d on the bright paradise of God ; 
And almost introduc'd tiiee to the throne! 
And art thon st91 carousing, for delight. 
Rank poison ; first, fermenth^ to mere firotfa^ 
And then sobinding into final ^? 
To beings of sublnne, immorSil make^ 
How sbodchsg is all joy, whose end is sure ! 
8nch joy more shocking still, the more it charms! 
And dost thon choose what ends, ere well begut^ 
And infiunous, as short? And dMt thou choose 
(Tbou,io whose palate gtory is so sweet) 
To wade kito perdilion, thro' contempt, 
Kot of poor bigots only, but thy own? 
^or I have peep'd into thy covered lieart, 
And seen it Unshbeneaft a boasttbl brow ; 
For, by strong guilts most violent assault, 
CSMBcaence is but chsabled, not destroyed.- 

O thon.most awtul being, and most vain ! ^ 
Thy wUibowfiraill Hewglmriousistby powVf 
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Tho' dread eternity bas sown her seeds 
Of blin, and woe, in thy despotic breast ; 
Tho' heav^ and hell, depend upon thy choice I 
A butterfly comes cross, and both are fled. 
Is this tbe.pictore of a rational ? 
This horrid image, shall it be most jnst? 
Lorenzo! No: It cannot, — shall not be. 
If there is force in res^n; or, in sounds. 
Chanted beneath the glimpses of the moon, 
A magic, at this planetary hour 
When slumber locks the gen'ral lip, and dreams 
Thro' senseless mazes hunt souls aninspir'd. 
A ttend— The sacred mysteries begin— 
My solemn night-bom ac^uration hear : 
Hear, and I'll raise thy spirit from the dust ; 
While the stars gaze on this enchantment new ; 
£nchantment not internal, but divine ! 

^ By silence, death's peculiar attribute ; 
" By darkneds, guilt's meyitable doom ! 
" By darkness, and 'by silence, sisters dread ! 
'^ That draw the curtain round night's ebon throne, 
*' And raise ideas, «olemn as thi scene ! 
'^ By night, and all of awful night presents 
'' To thought or sense (of awful mach, to both, 
^ The goddess brings !) By these her treroblii^firei, 
" Like Ye^ta's, ever burning ; and, like hers, 
** Sacred to thoughts inunaculate, and pure! 
'' By these bright orators, that prove, and praise^ 
« And press thee to revere the DEITY ; 
** Peihaps too, aid thee, when rever'd a while, 
^* To reach his throne ; as stages of the soul, 
'< Thro' which, at different periods, she shall pasi^ 
'' Refining gradual, for het final height, 
'* And purging off some dross at ev'ry s|Aere ! 
By this dark pall thrown o'er the nknc world ! 
By the world's kings, and kingdoms, most renowned, 
Prom short ambition's zenith set for ever ; 
3ad presage to vain boastecs, now in bloom! 
3y the long list of swift mortality. 
Prom Adam downward to thUev'nkig knell, 
Which midnight ^mves ui fancy's startled eye ; 
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^ And dKN^ks her with an hniMired centuries, [thonght! 
^ Round death's black banner throng'd in human 
** By thonsands, now resigning their last breath, 
** And calling Ihee — wertthon so wise to hear ! 
** By tombs o'er tombs arisfaig ; hnman earth 
^ £J)ectedy to make room for — ^hnman earth ; 
** Tlie monarch's terror ! and the sexton's trade 1 
^ By pompons obsequies, that shun the day, 
^ The tor^ iiiiiereal, and the nodding plume, 
^ Which makes poor man's humiliation proud; 
^ Boast of our ruin ! Triumph of our dust ! 
*' By the damp vault that weeps oer royal bon^s ; ^ 
** And the pale lamp that'sheWs the ghastly dead, 
" More ghastly, thro' the thick incumbent gloom! 
" Ifty visits (if there are) from darker scenes, 
^ The gliding sceptre ! and the groaning grave! 
** By groans, and graves, and miseries that groan 
** For the grave's shelter ! By desponding men, 
^* Senseless to pains of death, from pangs of guilt I 
^ By guilt's last audit ! By yon moon in blood, 
** Therocking firmament, the tklling stars, , 
*< And thunder's last dischai'ge, great nature's knell ? 
*' By second chaos ; and efernal night" — 
Be wise — Nor let Philander blame my charm ; 
Bnt own not ill-discharg'd my double defot| 
Love to the living ; du^ to the dead. 

For know, I'm nut executor ; he left 
This moral legacy ! I make it o'er 
By his command ;. Philander hear in me ; 
Andheavli in both— If deaf to these, Oh ! bear 
Florello's tender voice ; his weal depends 
On thy resolves ; it trembles at' thy choice ; 
For his sake — love tbvself : Example stri^^et 
All human hearts; a bad example n^ore ; 
More still a father's ; that ensures his ruin. 
As parent of his being, wonldst thou prove 
Tb* onnatural parent of his miseries. 
And make liim corse thebemg which thou gav'stf 
Is this the blessing of so fond a father ? 
If careless of Lorenzo ! spare, Oh ! spare, 
Florello's father, and Philander's friend ; 
Florello's father ruin'd, mins him 4 ^ , 
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And from PbB«iida*B ftiend tbe worid eiqiects 

A condocty DO dMhonoiir to the dead. 

Let paanen do, what nobler motive should ; 

Xet love, andemulatioiiy riieio aid 

To reason ; and persuade thee to be— blest. 

This seems not a reqnest to be deny'd ; 
Yet (sncb tb' in&tnation of mankind !) 
Tis the most hopeless, man can make to mai^ 
ShaU I, then, rise in argument, and warmth ^ 
And urge Philander*s posthumous advice. 
From topics yet unbrcmch'd ? — 
But, Oh! Iniint! My spirits fiul !— Nor strange! 
Solon^ on wing^ and in no middle clime ; 
To which mv great Creator's glory ealFd ; 
And calls— but, now, iuvvain. Sleq>'s dewy wand 
Has stroked my drooping lids, and promises 
. Jtfy long arrear of rest; the downy g6d 
(Wont to return with our returning peace) 
Will pav, ere long, and bless me wim repose; 
Haste, haste, sweet stranger ! from the peasants e^ 
The ship-boy's hammock, or the soldier's straw, 
Whence sorrow never chas'd thee; with thee biiag^ 
Not hideous visions, as of late ; but draughts 
Delicious of well-tasted, cordhd, rest ; 
Man's rich restorative ; his babny bath, 
That supples, lubricates, and keeps in play. 
The various movements of this nice machhie. 
Which asks such frequent periods of repair. 
When tir'd with vain rotations of the day, 
Sleep winds us up for the succeeding dawn ; 
Freui we spin on, till sickness clogs our wheels. 
Or death quite breriu the spring, and motion ends. 
When will It end with me ? 



-<< Thou only know*8t ! 



*^ Thou I whose broad' eyc^ the fhtore and tlie past, 
** Joins to the present , making one of three 
*^ To mortal thought I Thou know'st, and thoaalenc 
** AlMuiowing! All unknown ! And yet woSl knowQ 
** Near, tho' remote ! and, tho' unfathom*d, Mt f - 
'^ And tho' invisibl^i for ever seen I 
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<< And seen ia all ! Tbe great and tlie minttte ; 

^* Each jslobe above, with its gigantic race, 

** Each flower, each leaf, with its small people swarm'd 

** (Those puny vouchers of Omnipotence !) 

*' To the flret thought, that asks *' From whence r 

declare 
'< Their common source. Thon fountain mnniog o'er 
** In rivers of communicated joy ! 
'< Who gav'st us speech for far, tar humbler themes 1 
** Say, by what name shall 1 presume to call 
*^ Him I see burning in the^e countless suns, 
** As Moses in the bush* lUnstvions mhul ! 

' ''The whole creation, less, far less, to thee, 
''Than that to the creation's ample round. 
" How shall I name thee ? — How my labouring soul 
" Heaves underneath the thought, too big for b'vrth\ 

" Great system of perfections ! Mighty cause 
" Of causes mighty ! cause micaus*d ! Sole root 
" Of nature, that luxuriant growth of God { 
"First father of effects f that progeny 
" Of endless series ; where tiie golden (chain's 
" Last link admits a period, who can tell ? 
" Father of all that is or heard, orhears { 
<' father of all that is or seen, or sees I 
" Father of all that is, or shall arise ! 
<' Father of this immeasurable mass' 
« Qf nmtter multiform ; or dense, or rare ; 
" Opaque, or lucid ; r^pid, or at rest ; 
" Minute, or passing bound ! In each extreme 
" Of like amaze, and mysteiy^ to man. 
« Father of jthese bright millions of the night ! 
'< Of which the least full godhead had proclaim'd, 
«' And thrown the gazer on his knee — Or, say, 
<' Is appellation hi^er still, thy choice? 
'« Father of matter's temporary lords ! 
<' Father of spirits! Nobler bfepring ! sparks 
<' Of high paternal glory ; rich-endow d 

I' <' With various measures, and with various modes 
*' Of instinct, reason, intuition ; beams 
^ More pale, or bright from daydivine, to break 

• Exod. ill. 3. 

L£ 
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^ The darik of matter orarais'd (the ware 
<< Of all created spirit) ; beams, that rise 
* Each over other in saperiorligbt, 
^ Till th^ last ripens into lustre strong, 
** Of next approach to codhead. Father fond 
'< ^ar fonder than e'er bore that name on eartii) 
<^ Of intellectoal beings! beings blest 
^ With powers to please thee ; not of passive ply 
^ To laws they know not ; beings lodg'd in seats 
^ Of welt-adapted joys, in diiPrent domes 
*' Of thisimperial palace for thy sons ; 
*' Of this proady popidons, weU-pc^cy'd, 
** Tho' boondless habitation, planned by thee ; 
** Whose several dans their several climates suit ^ 
^ And trainpositiim. doubtless, would destroy. 
** Or, oh! indulge, Immortal Iwing! indulge 
^ Atitle, less august indeed but more 
'* Endeanng ; ah ! how sweet in human ears, 
** Sw^et in- our ears, and triumph in our hearts f 
** Father qf immortaliiy io man ! 
** A theme that* lateW set my soul on fire — 
" And thou the next f yet eoual! Thou, by whom 
** That blessing was convey'a ; (ar more ! was bought 
^* Ineffid>le the price! by whom all worids 
" Were made : and one, redeem*d! Mlustrions light 
^' From light illustrious ! Thou, whose re^ power | 
' '' Finite in time, but infinite in space, 
<< On more than admantine basis fix*d, 
'< 0*er more fiu* more, than diadems, and thrones, ' 
" Inviolably reigns ; the dread of gods ! i 

** And, Oh 1 the friend of man I beneath whose Mi 
** And by the mandate of who^ awful nod, 
*' All resions^ revolutions, fortunes, fates, 
" Of hi^, of low, of mind, and matter, roll 
^ Thro' the short channels of expiring time, 
" Or shoreless ocean of eterqity, 
'< Calm, or tempestuous ^as thy Spirit breatiies) 
" InaMolnte subjection! — And; O thou 
" The glorious thirdt ! distinct, not separate ! 

* Nights the Sixth sua Seroith 
tT&Hol^QhMt • • 
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** Beaming from both ! with both incorporate ! 

** And (strange to tell !) incorporate \nth dust ! 

** By condescension, as thy glory, great. 

f* Eushrin'din man ! Of human hearts, if pnre^ 

'' Divine mhabitant! The tie divine 

** Of beav*n with distant earth ! by whom I trust, 

" (If not inspired) uncensnr'd this address 

" To thee, to them— To whom ?— M ysterions Powerf 

** ReveaFd— yet unreveal'd ! Darkness m light ! 

" Nomber in unity! our joy ! our dread! 

•* The triple bolt that lays all wrong in mm ! 

*^ That animates all right, the triple sun! 

** Sun of the soul ! her neversetting suji ! 

^ Triune, unutterable, unconceiy'd, 

" Absconding, yet demonstrable, great God ! 

" Greater than greatest! better than the best ! 

" Kinder than kindest ! with soft pity*s eye, 

" Or (stronger still to speak it) with thine own, 

*^ From thy bright home, from that high firmament^ 

" Where thou- from all eternity, hast dwelt; 

** Beyond archangels unassisted ken ; 

<^ From fiur above what mortals highest call ; 

** From elevation's pinnacle ; Look down, 

"Through — what? Confounding interval ! thro'^dl^ 

«* And more, than lab'ring fancy can conceive, 

** Thro' radiant ranks of essences unknown ; 

" Thro* hierarchies from hierarchies detach'd ; 

«* Round various banners of Omnipotence, 

** With endless change of rapfrous duties iir'd ; 

*< Thro' wondrous being^interposing swarms, 

« All clustering at the call, to dwell in thee ; 

" Tliro' this wide waste of worids ; this vista vast 

M All sanded o'er with suns ; suns tum'd to ni^t 

" Befiire thy feeblest beam — ^Look down, down, down 

** On a poor breathing particle iu dust, 

" Orlower^ — an immortal in his crimes. 

" His crimes forgive ; forsive his virtues too ! 

" Those smaller faults, haff-converts to the right. 

« Nor let me close these eyes, which nevermore 

^ May Bee the sun (tho* night's descending scale 

^' Now weighs up mom) unpity'd and unlH^t ! 

^ In thy di^easore dweQs eterfid pain ; ' 
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** Pun, ouravenioii ; pain, which strikes me now; 

'' And anice all pain is terrible to mao, 

" ITio* transient, terrible ; at thy good hopr, 

'* Gently, ah gently, lay me in my bed, 

•* My clay-told bed ! by nature, now, so near i 

*^ By nature, near ; still nearer by disease ! 

^ TiU then, be this an emblem of my grave ; 

** Let it oot-preach the preacher ; ev'ry ni^t 

" Let it out-cry the boy at Philip's* ear ; 

« That tongne of death ! That herald of the tomb ! 

« And when (the shelter of thy wing iroplor'd) 

'' My senses sooth'd, shall sink in soft repose ; 

*' O siok this troth still deeper in my soul, 

*< Suggested by my pillow, sign'd by fete, 

<* First, in fate's volume, at tlie page of man^r- 

" Man^a ncklysauly tho' toss'd and twrrfdfor ever 

" From side to side, can rest on nought but thee ; 

*< Here, in full trust; hereafter, in full joy; 

" Ofl thee, the promis'd/sure,. eternal down 

" Of spirits, toil'd in travel thro' this vale. 

'* Nor of that pillow shall my soul despond ; 

" For — Love almighty! Love almighty! (Sing, 

<* Exult creation ;) Love almighty, reigns ! 

<^ That death of death ! That cordial of despair ! 

'^ And loud eternity's triumphant song ! 

" Of whom no more : — For, O thou Patron GodI ; 
** Thou God and mortal ! Thence more God to man ! 
** Man's theme eternal ! Man's eternal theme ! 
^ Thou canst not 'scape uninjur'd from our praise. 
** Uninjur'd from our praise can he escape, 
" Who, diserobosom'd from the Father, bows 
•* The heaVn of heav'ns, to kiss the distant earth? 
*^ Breathed out in agonies a sinless soul ! 
** Against the cross, death's iron sceptre breaks! 
*' From femishM'ruin plucks her human prey ; 
** Tlirows wide the gate celestial to his foes ! 
*' Their ^titnde for such a boundless debt, 
" Deputes their suflTring brothers to receive ! 

^ nd, if deep human guilt in payment faUs ; 

* PbiHp, KiDgofMaMdoii. 
t JcHW Chriiit. 
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'^ As deeper §ailt problbits our despair ( 
** InJQins it, as our duty to rejoice ! 
'^ And (to close all) oinoipotently kind, 
^ * Takes his deliglUs among the sons of men* 

What words are these ! — And did they come from 
And were tliey spoke to man P To guilty man ? [heay*n ? 
What are all mysteries to love like this !^ 
The song of angels, all the melodies 
Of choral god$%, are wafted in the sound ; 
Heal and exhiliai-ate the broken heart, 
Tho' plung'd before^ in hoi rors dark as night : 
Rich prelibation of con.^ummate joy I 
Nor wait we dissolution to be blest. v 

This final effort 'of the moral muse. 
Hew justly t titled ! Nor for me alone : 
For all that read ; what spirit of support, 
What heights of Consohition, crown my song ! 

Then farewell night! of darkness now no more : 
Joy breaks ; ^ines I triumphs; 'tis eternal d^y. 
Shalllhat which rises out of nought complain 
Of a few evils, paid with endless joys r 
My soul ! henceforth, in 8\veete8t union join 
The two supports of humalq happiness. 
Which some erroneous think can never meet ; 
True taste of life, and c mstant thought of death ; 
Th^ thought of death, sole victor of its dread! 
Hope hetby joy ; and probity thy skill ; 
Thy patron He, whose diadem has dropp'd 
Yon gems of heav'n ; eternity, thy ptize ; 
And leave the racers of the world their own. 
Their feather, and their froth, for endless toils : 
They part with all for that which is not bread ; 
They mortify, they starve, on wealth, fame, power > 
And laugh to scorn, the fools that aim at more. 
How must a spirit, late escap'd from earth, 
Suppose Philaiider*8, Locia's, or Nafcissa's, 
The truth of things new-blazmg in its eye. 
Look back, astonished, on the ways of men. 
Whose lives' whole drift is to forget their graves 
And when our present privilege is pasty 

* Pror. Chtp* viii. 31. t Tho CsBMbdoB* 
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To secmfgtvB wHh dne sane of itsalnue, 
The same astomshment will seize US aU. 
What then must pain ai,woold preserve of new. 
lioremo ! 'tis not yet too late : Lorenzo ! 
Seize wisdom^ ere tis torment to be wise ; 
That iS| seize wisdom, ere she seizes theel 
For wluity my small pidlosopher! is hell? 
fHsnothiM) bat fiiD knowledge of the trntb, 
When tmthy resisted long, is sworn our foe -, 
And calls eternity to do her right. 

Thos, darkness aiding inteltectoal lipfat. 
And sacredsilence whiq[>Ying trnths dirine. 
And tratlii divine converting pain to peace, . 
My song the midnin^t raven has outwing'd. 
And shot, ambitions of nnbonnded scenes, 
Beyond the flammg limits of the world. 
Her gloomy flight. But vrfaat avails the fl^t 
Of flmcy, when onr hearts remain below ? 
Virtue abounds in flatterers, and ibes ; 
Tis pride, to praise her ; penance to perform. 
To more than words, to more than worth of tongu^ 
Lorenzo! rise, at this auspicious hour ; 
An hour, when hcav'n's most intimate vnth mail ; 
When, hke a flUimg star, tide riy divine 
Glides swift into tl^ bosom of the just ; 
And just are all, determin'dto reclaim ; 
Which sets that title high, within thy reach. 
Awake then: Thy Philander calls : Awake ! 
Thou, who Shalt wake, when the creation sleeps ; 
When like a taper^ all these suns expire ! 
When time, bke lum of Gaza* in his wrath. 
Plucking the pillars that support the world, 
In nature's ample ruins lies intomb'd ; 
And midnight, universal midnight, rogna. 

* StmsoB, Judges xti. S9, 40. 
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Q^N, atrikjiig or the,, its import^ 8^ 
Bible, reading of, advised, .L56. 4 ZQr^f 
Bliss, earthly, it^^tabjlity, li, -.< 
Brutes, hovf wj^^fl^'ib ii^j tSO/j?^- . . 

€»iristian^ m^l^^^ 69/rcii^ifi&^ tolfi ship al«est» ' 
I86^4liff»r$t|0i(etw^^^i^^ and worldly men, 
186. C :. ':^^'--> * ■'-■ :\' '■■'■ v:'--^ .v^. 

Christ's c(;(Mii$9^^; his life, deatib, 4rc prdiofii.l'^ 

Clouds/ bieauttfiill^ (dbcribied, $09. 



.y Google 



Complau|t of^«.|^(|jB)aM<> tfa^x^ of noionyre ex- 

Conecieflc^; l^-e^e^ git T? J '*» power mHieiice lie- 

P^Teftetidgl) benefits of, 30.: .^ \. 

CnejiUoo, its end immortaii^i^liS. v. . ; . 

Day of judgment de$ci'ibedy'^Q9.*v ; r • •'•^ 

Deady roUy of lanienttag^m,- 9 ; ciime ^.yiolat- 
ing, 41.. ; . >^#*l.:t,frr-- r#> v V . 

Death, danger of suddeh^.dO; of Chrfst^ i^ ^reat. 
advantages, 62; antidote ^^in9t the-.i^i^'^;' 
its different forms, 91 j View.o^ 198..- ' • . . 

Death-bed of the just, 34 ; of- triends^-tfiiiely de- 
scribed, 83. .. * *" ^ 

Deception, contempt of, recommended) *f69 ', how 
to oe rendered unnecessary, 169. *." 

Deluge described, 198. . ' ^. 

DeviJ, his sentence, 202. • : 

Discontent proves man immortal. X 24« ^.^ ' - 

Disease, the harbinger ef death, Ij* ; * v •,, . 

Diversions censured, 21. '. ♦'. • 

Dreams a proof of immortality,, 10.< -;'*' ' 

, , .'^ -:• . .* . ■ 

Earth, not to be t^ted in, 39 ^ compared .ivitbketer* 
nity, lis*. ' ^, * ' 

Epitaph on the human race supposing no future ex- 
istence, 143. . r.u*-»Tt> .^ 

Eternity described, 113. 
Evening, a summer*}^ 35. 
Evils, natural, beneiicial, 115. 
Experience corrects pride, 77. 

Faith dissipates the fear of death, 67' ^: 
Fame, vanity of, 46 ; description, 132.. 
Fear, of a future «itate, proves its r^a^ty* 155- 
Firmament descnbed, 220. '^^ " . ". 

Florello, story of, 166. . > , . ' 

Folly contrasted with wisdom, 18^' 
Fortune, its inutility to the wicked, 185. 
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Vt(be^ttnaiadngf tnie, defined; 14$. 

Friends, their valii»/S4^»2d; nqracles on eajrtby-^^; ] 

fine description of their death, 77: * 
Friendship, how preserved, 26. 
Fonerals, pomipous, described, 241. 
Future state, compkunt supposing noh^, 133. 

Glory, true, defined, ld4i; 

6od ^bhmely described^ 54 ; fh>ni what cause ador« 

ed, 145; hu decrees vMidited^ 198. 
Oraye described, 4 ; a hell If no rature state, 137. 
Greatness, true, described, 164. 
Grief the school of wisdom, 'tl. 

Bappmets, preseht, an earnest of future pam, 9 ; 

where only to be found, 35 ; true, defined, 177. 
Ilealth of mind described, 176. . 

Heavens, starry, queationsarismg from a view of, 22ft. 
Hell described, 1,94, 248. 
Hope, different kinds of, 120 ; a proof of immorta* 

lity, 152. 
Hours past^ wisdon of reeaffing them to memory,^ 

22. . 

Icfieness, the bain^ of the soul, 1 7. 

Ills proceed from man, 200 ; their inteoty 201. 

Imagination, follies Of, 178. 

tmn'^'^^f^^ described, 95 ; its it^oence on the 

soul, 10.. 
Infancy, described. 160. 
Infidehty, cause of; 146. 
Infidefo resemble the devil, 149. 
Instinct in annuals superior to reason in maO| 135* 
Joy, fiOse, 167 > true, 173. 

Kissing the Pope's toe, ridiculed, 17S. 
Knowledge, virtae^ &c evils on the system of Uifi- 
dels, 133. 

lisui^ter, half immoral, 172^ 
Leaniiiigd«cribed,71, *»«,, M.^ ,^ 



life, various evils of, 13 j'lengfhjhow to 1>e eompoted, 

89. 
JjOYB and joy, the essence of heaven, 144. 
Lysander and AiBpasia, their stoiy, 96. 

Man, complicated nature of, 9 ; goo4, characterized, 
27 ; cause of his misery, 93 ; his heart de^cribe^, 
126 ; melancholy picture of, 245. 

Ministers of God described; 216. 

Miracles, defined, 225; tneirnse, 225. 

Moon's influence on the tides, 224. 

Morality, defined, 69. 

Narcissa, her death and character, S7. 

Nature compared with man, 115. 

Necessity, doctrine of, disapproved, 154. 

Night ^escribed, 7, 209, 213, 2S6 ; pre«mmen^ 

over day, 74, 213. 
Nobility, wealth, &c. vanity of, 52. 

Obligations, null on the plan of infidelity, 140. ' : 
Ocean; described, 166. 

I^as^iion?, grandeuv of, 129.; origin, 136. 

Patience and resignation, supports of humsm peace, 

185. ^ 
JPatriotism and bravery, chimerical without a futKn 

state, 127. 
Peace and Pleasure, whence derived, 170. 
Pliilander, efiects ofliis last sigh, 15 -, death, 33. 
Philosophers, heathen, praised, 219 ; their doctrines, 

219. 

iety, its blessings, 177. 

[easure and pride, how reconciled, 72 ; origin, 175 ; 

prohibited by conscience, unnatural, ISQ. 

oetry and prose, affinity, 72. 

raise, efiects of the love of, 133. 

^rayer, an asylum in trouble, 228* 
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Tiiaee, a irnly great, deRntjA, lOB. 
Pursuits, hmnao, vanity of, 10. 

Questions, not to be solved wtthoiit immortality, 13^. 
Qnietisni, what» 65. 

Reason, a proof of immortality, 13$ -, eii^k^ied, l|8. 
Redemptjpn, deiscant on, 57. 
Reflection, benefits of, 28. 
Religion, blessings of, 63. 
Ruin of man, from himself, 154. 

Scrfe of beings, 116. 

Scriptures, their value, 150; why contemned byin- 

nd^s, 179. 
Seasons, described, 1 15. 
Self-knowled^, the highest wisdom, 62.* 
Shame, why implanted in man, 131. 
Sinner, hardened, his vnretched state, 196> 
Skies, prove the being of God, 211. 
Solitude, itf advantages, 36; the companion of 

safety, 75, 
Sorrow, the common lot of mankind, 13. 
Soul, its immortality proved by dreams, 9 ; for what 

end created, 220. 
Speech, its advantages, 30. ^ 

Spirits departed, their thou/^hts of men, 253. 
Starry heavens, benefit of viewing, 213. 
Stars, how kept in their places, 223 ; distance from 
1 tbe earth, 232. 
Suicide, English prone to, 75 ; springs fironrdespair^ 

192. 
Superstition, cruel, 43. 

Tears, different sources, 83. / 

Thought of deatii, advimtageons, 43; serious, its 

importance, 193. 
Time, end describedi 202 ; meeting with eternity^ 

203. 
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INDEX. 

TmahBf iflfltniet, 78. 
Truth, described, 70. 

Understanding, its use, &c« 110« 
Vice defined, 245. 

ItraniiBgs, their use, 39. 
Wealth, true, described, 109r 
Wisdom, advantages of, 190. 
World, defined, 161, 164; mBn of^ described, 167; 
the preseat a fpvri^ 197. 
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